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pPetere, quæ morienti 


A? 


Hzclaus, hicapex Sapien- | 
tize eſt ea viventem ap- 


forent appetenda: 


Tc 0 
My ILY 83 


and no leſs truly beloved Friend, 


Edw.Benlowes, 
"ESQUIRE. 


My dear Friend, 


0 U have put the Theorboe into 
my hand, and I have played: You 
gave the Muſee ſcian the firſt encou- 
ragement : the Muſick returneth 

0 you for Patronage. Had it been a light © 
(ir, no doubt but it had taken the moſt 

ind among them the worſt : but being a Grave 
train, my hopes are, that it will pleaſe 
he beſt, and among them you. Toyiſh An, 
pleaſe trivial Ears ; they kiſs the Fancy, and 

4 it. ** cry, Hail, firſt ; and Ga: 

A 2 ru- 


Crucifie: Let Dorrs delig be to immerd 
themſelves in dung, whilſt Eagles ſcorn ſo 
poor a Game as Flies. Sir, you have Ari 

and Candour; let the one juage, let the 0 
ber excnſe, | 


1 + >: 
J 1 
2 2 4 ; 
ba? * 
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| Your moſt affeftionat: 


.- Frien 


FRA. QUARLE 


— 
fl 


NM Embleme is but a ſilent Parable: 
Let not the tender eye check, to 
ſee the alluſion to our bleſſed Sa- 


nate viour figured in theſe Types. In Holy 


Scripture he is ſometimes called a Sower; 
ſometimesa Fiſher ; ſometimes a Phyſici 
an: And why not preſented ſo as well to 
the eye as to the ear? Before the know- 
ledge of Letters God was known by Hie- 


en Mt r0glyphicks. And indeed what are the 


E 


Heavens, the Earth, nay, every Creature, 
but Hieroglyphichs and Emblemes of his 
Glory? Ihave no more to ſay, I wiſh 
thee as much pleaſure in the Reading, as 
I had in writing, Farewel READER. 


4 3 By 


BY —.— back d, H Holy Writ led on: 
Thou ſhew ſt away to Hear z by Helicon, 
The Muſes Font is conſecrate by Thee, 

And Poefee, baptiꝝ d Divinity s 
Bleſt ſoul that here embarł ſt: thou ſail ſt apace, 
is hard to ſay, mou d more by Wit or Grace, 
Each Mufe ſo plies her Oar : But O. the Sail 
Ts fill d from Heaven with a Diviner Gale : 

When Poets prove Divines, why es not 1 
| Approve i in Verſe this divine Poet 

Let this ſu ee to licence thee 4 Preſſ . 
# muſt uo more: nor e the Truth bf ay 1 


Mir 2 
. . - 77 
— *< 


Sic approbavit 


RICH. LOVE 


Procan. Cantdbrigienfis. 


Jat 


Tot Flores QUARKES, quot Prradifia habet. 
Lectori dene male-volo. 


Qui legit ex Horto hoc Flores, Qui carpit, uterque 
Jure poteſt Violas dicere, jure Roſas, 
Non è ParnaſſoV IO LAM, Feſtive ROSETO 
Carpit Apollo, magis quz fit amœna, ROSA M. 
Quot Verſus / 10 LAS lega; & Quem verba locutum 
Credis, verba dedit: Nam dedit il le RO S AS. 
Utque Ego non dicam hæc V 10 L AS ſuaviſſima; Tute 
Ipſe facis VI OL AS, Livide fi violas, | 

Nam velut & V IOLTsS ſibi ſugit Aranea virus: 
Vertis at in ſuccos Hasque ROS A Sque tuos. 

Quas violas Muſas, V 10 L AS puto, quaſque recuſas 
Dente tuo roſas, has, reor, eſſe ROSAS, 

Sic roſas, facis eſſe RO S AS, dum, Zoile, rodis: 
Sic facies has i IOLA , . dum vidlas. 


5 | Brent Hall, 1634 d 
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Owze thee, my Soul; and.dreinthee. from the dregs 

Of vulgar thoughts: Screw, up the highrned/pegs. 

Of thy ſublime Theorboe four notes higher 

And higher yet, that ſo, the ſhrill- mouth'd Quire 

Ot ſwift. wing d Seraphims may come and joyn, a 

And make thy Conſort more than half divine. 

Invoke no Muſe; Let Heay'n be thine; Apollo; ., 1... 

And let his ſacred Influences hallo wp 

Thy high-bred ſtrains. Let his full beams inſpire 

Thy raviſned brains with more.hergick fire 

Snatch thee a Quill from the ſpread Eagles wing, 
nd, like the morning Lark, mount up and ſing : 

Caſt off theſe dangling plummets, that fo clog . 

Thy lab'ring heart, which gropes in this dark fog 

Of dungeon earth; let fleſn and blood forbear 

To ſtop thy flight, till this baſe world appear 

A thin blue Landskip: Let thy pinions ſoar 

So high a pitch, that men may ſeem no more 

Than Piſmires crawling on this Mole-hill earth, 

Thy ear untroubled with their Frantick mirth; 

Let not the frailty of thy fleſh diſturb. 

Thy new concluded peace; Let Reaſon curb | 

Thy hot mouth'd Paſſion; and let heav'n's fire ſeaſon 

The freſh conceits of thy corrected Reaſon. ; 

Diſdain to warm thee at luſts ſmoaky fires, 

Scorn, Scorn to feed on thy old bloat defires : 

Come, come my Soul, hoiſe up thy higher ſails, 

The wind blows fair; Shall we flill creep like _— 

| | lat 


2 7 7 be » 
, 1 28 : 1 a © * s + ? 
2 | 75 | 
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That glide their ways with their own Native ſlimes; 
No, we muſt fly like Eagles, and our Rhime 

Muſt mount to Heav'n, and reach th' Olympick Ear; 
Our Heavin-· blown fire muſt ſeek no other Sphear, 
Thou great Theanthropos, that giv'ſt and ground'ſt 
Thy gifts in duſt, and from our dunghil crown'ſt 


Reflecting honour, taking by retail. 
What thou haſt giv'n in grols, from lapſed, frail, 


And finful' man: That drink ſt full draughts, wherein 
Thy Childrens leprous fingers, ſcurf d with fin, 
Have padled ; Cleanfe,' O'cleanſe my ctafry Soul 


From ſecret crimes, and let my thoughts controu l 
My thoughts: O, reach me ſtoutly to deny W 


My ſelf, chat I may be no longer 1 
Enrich my Fancy, clarifie my thoughts, 


Refine my droſs; O, wink at human faults; 


And through the ſlender Conduct of my Quill 
Convey thy Currant, whoſe clear ſtreams may fill 
The hearts of men with love, their tongues with praiſe: 


* 4 b 


| Crown me with Glory, 'rake who lift the Bayes. 
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Emblemes. 
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— man is RE when lei Is draws 7 
way by his own 88 ds enticed. 


- HR 211i $4.44 0 1 G26.3 
Serj vent... "3 Pu Jie 1 
Serp. N —— Not taſte? Nor eogch? Not caſt an eye 
Upon the fruit of chis fair Tree? And,why? ; 
Why eat'ſt 9 not, what Heay n ordain d for ſood ? 
or can ſt thou think that bad which Heav'n ae Goo 2 
Why was it made if not to.heenjoy/d 2... -: 4 1 
Neglect of favours makes 2; favour. void? — 5 lor 
Bleſſings unus d, pervert into a Waſt, - 0 a 
As well as Surfeits; Woman, Do but cal; pA 
See how the laden boughs make ſilent ſuit = 
To be enjoy'd ; look how their bending Hanis, 0 7 
Meet thee half. way: Obſerve but how they ere be 
To kiſs thy hand; Coy woman; Do but touch: liv x 
Mark what a pure vermilion bluſh has dydd 21 
Their ſwelling cheeks, and how for ſhame they hide. 
Their palſje heads to ſee themſelves ſtand: by IJ 
Neglected: Woman, Do hut caſt an eye. 0b 0 T 
What bounteous Heav n ordain'd for uſe, refuſe bac; 
Come, pull and cat: M abuſe the thing ye uſe. . 
Eve. Wiſeſt ot Beaſts, our great Creator did 


| Reſerve this Tree and this alone forbid z +: 


The reſt are freely ours, which doubtlels are 
As pleafing to the raſt ; to th' eye as fair: 
But touching this his ſtrict commands are ſuch, 
'Tis death to taſt, no leſs than death to touch. 
Serp. Piſn; Death'sz fable: Did not Heav'n inſpi pire 
FX _ Elements vl TOY Fire: 


„ — 5 Rot Blown 
0p g 


| 


6 Eullemes. Book i 
Blown from the ſpring of life? Is not that breath 
Immortal? Come; ye are as free from death 
As he that made ye. Can the flames expire 
Which he havkindled ? Can ye quench his fire? 
Did not the great Creatours voice proclaim © 01 
What ere he made (from the blue ſpangled frame 
To the poor leaf that rrembles ) very ggod? © 
Bleſt he not both the Feeder and the Food ? + 
Tell, tell me then, what danger can accrue 
From ſuch bleſt Food, to fuch half gods as you? 
Curb needleſs fears, and let no fond conceit 
Abuſe your freedom; Woman take and eat. 
Eve. Tis true, we are immortal; death is yet 
Unborn, and till Rebellion make it debt. 
' Undue; I know the fruit is good, until 
Preſumptuous diſobedience make it ill. 
The lips that open to this Fruit's a Portal 
To let in death and make immortal mortal. 
Serp. Nou cannot die; come Woman, taſte, and fear not: 
Eve. Shall Eve tranſgreſs? T dare not, QT dare not. 
Serp Afraid? Why draw'ſtrhou back thy tim rous arm? 
Harm only falls on ſuch as fear a harm. to: 
Heav'n-knows and fears the virtue of this Tree : 
'T will make ye perfect Gods as well as He. 
Stretch forth thy hand, and let chy fondneſs never 
Fear death: Do, pull; and eat, and live for ever. 
Eve. Tis but an Apple; and it is as good © 
To doas to deſire. Fruit's made for food : 
Tu pull, and taſte, and tempt my Adam too 
To know the ſecrets of this Dainty. Serp. DOo. 
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S. CHRY 


He forced him not: He touched him not : Only ſaid, Caſt "" 
hy ſelf down; that we may know, that whoſoever obeyeth | 
he Devil caſteth himſelf down ; For the Devil may ſuggeſt, 
rompell he cannot. ORE : 


BERN. ins. 


It is the Devil's part to ſuggeſt: Ours, not to conſent. As 
ft as we reſiſt him, ſo often we overcome him - as often as 

we overcome him, ſo often we bring joy to the Angels, and glory 
fo God, who oppoſeth us, that we may contend, and affiſteth 
u, that we may congueen. 


t: 
KG : 
n? 
EPIG. 1. 
nlucky Parliament! Wherein ar laſt, 
5, Both Houſes are agreed, and firmly paſt © 


An act of death confirm'd by higher Powers 
O had ir had bur ſuch ſucceſs as Ours: 


» . 


ds a ode bon 


1 f : 
/ 
* 


, l 


ook f.  Emblemes. — 


II. N 
JAMES 1. 15. 


ö hen when luſt hath conceived, it bringeth 


forth ſin; and ſin when it is finiſhed bring- 
eth forth death. ah 


* 


| Ament, lament; Look, look, what thou haſt done: 


Lament the world's, Lament thy own eſtate: 

Look, look, by doing how thou art undone; 

Lament thy fall, lament thy change of State: 

hy faich is broken, and thy freedom gone, 

See, See too ſoon, what thou lamenr'ſt too late. 

O thou that wert ſo many men, nay, all 
Abridg'd in one, how has thy deſp'rate fall 


Deſtroy' d thy unborn ſeed, deſtroy d thy ſelf withal? 


2 
xorious Adam, whom thy Maker made 
Equal to Angels chat excel in power, 
What haſt thou done? O why haſt thou obey'd 
Thy own deſtru&ion ? Like a new-cropt flower, 
How does the glory of thy beauty fade! 
How are thy fortunes blaſted in an hour! 
How art thou cow'd that haſt the pow'r'to quell 
The ſpite of new fal'n Angels, baffle Hell, 
And vie with thoſe that ſtood, and vanquiſn thoſe that fell. 


3 


dee how the world (whoſe chaſt and pregnant womb. 
Of late conceiv'd, and brought forth nothing ill) Ne 
B : = 


10  Emblemes., Book 1. 
Is now degenerated, and become | 2 
A baſe Adultereſs, whoſe falſe births do fill 
The earth with Monſters, Monſters that do rome 
And rage about, and make a trade to kill: 
Now Glutt'ny paunches ; Luſt begins to ſpawn; 
Wrath takes revenge, and Avarice a pawn; 5 
Pale Envy pines, Pride ſwells, and Sloth begins to yawn, it 


1 
44 * 4 


4 
The Air that wiſper'd, now begins to rore; 

And bluſtring Boreas blows the boyling Tide; 
The white mouth'd Water now uſurps the ſhore, 

And ſcorns the pow'r of her tridental guide 
The fire now burns, that did bur warm before, 
And rules her Ruler with refiſtleſs Pride: ' 
Fire, Water, Earth, and Air, that firſt were made 
To be ſubdu'd, ſee how they now invade; (obey d. 
They rule whom once they ſerv'd, command where once 


Behold, that nakedneſs, that late bewrayd 
Thy glory, now's become thy ſhame, the wonder; 
Behold ; thoſe trees whoſe various fruits were made 
For food, now turn'd a ſhade to ſhrowd thee under; 
Behold ; that voice K thou haſt diſobey d) 
That late was muſick, now affrights like thunder: 
Poor man! Are not thy joynts grown ſore with ſha-i 
To view th' effect of thy bol undertaking, (king 
That in one hour did'ſt marr what heav'n fix days was 
; | | (making: 


1 S8. Ku- 
4 . . 4 1 


s. AUGUST, lib. 7. de lib. arbit: 


It is a moſt juſt puniſhment, that man ſhould loſe that free- 
dom, which man could not uſe, yet had power to keep, if he 
wn. would; and that he who had knowledge te do, what was 
' Right, and did not ſhould be deprived of the knowledge of what 
vat right; & that he who would not do righteouſiy, when he had 


he power, ſhould loſe the power to doit, when he had the Will. 
HUGO de anima, 
They are juſtly puniſhed that abuſe lawful things, but they 


are moſt juſtly puniſhed,that uſe unlawful things : Thus Luci- 
fer fell from Heaven : Thus Adam laſt his Paradiſe, 


EPIG, 2: 

See how theſe fruitful kernels, being caſt 
| Upon the earth, how thick they ſpring ! how faſt ! 
'G- A full card crop and thriving, rank and proud; 

Prepoſt tous man firſt _—_ and then he plough'd, 
2 
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Emblemes. 


Book 18 
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Book 1. Zublemet. 13 
E III. 
PRO V. 14. 13. 


Even i in laughter the he art is ſorromful, and 
the end of that wirth is heavimeſe, . 


1 
Las fond Child, 
How are thy thoughts beguil'd 


To hope for honey from a neſt of waſps ? ? 
Thou may'ſt as well 
Go ſeek for caſe in Hell, 


Or Ty Nectar from the mouths of aſps. 
2 


The world 8 2 hive, 
From whence thou can'ft derive 
No good, but what thy ſouls vexation brings; 
Pur caſe rhou meer 
Some petti - petti · ſweet, 
Each drop is ag: with a thouſand tings 


Fg > 
F 3 2 


Why doſt thou make 
Theſe murm'ring troops forſake by 
The ſafe protection of their waxen homes? 

Their hive contains | 

No ſweet that's worth thy pains; 

Thane s nothing here, alas, bur 1 combes. 


4 


For traſh and toys, 
End grief ingen dring joys, 


B 3 


* 


if * E 
11 
5 17 

j} 


14 Eubleme g. Bock 1. 
What torment ſeems too ſharp for fleſh and blood! 
What bitter pills, 
Compos d of real Ills, 
Men ſwallow down to purchaſe one falſe good ! 


3 
The dainties here, 
Are leaſt what chey appear; | 
Though ſweer in hopes, yet in fruition ſowre ; 
| The fruit that's yellow, 
Is found not always mellow; 
The faireſt Tulip's not the ſweeteſt flower. 


6 


Fond youth give ore, 
And vex thy ſoul no more 
In ſeeking what were better far unfound; 
Alas: Thy gains 
Are only preſent pains 
To gather Scorpions for a future wound, 


7 


What's earth 2 Or in it, 
That longer than a minute, _ 
Can lend a free delight chat 12 endure ? 
O who would droil, 
Or delve in ſuch a ſoil, 
Where gain's uncertain and che pain is ſure: 
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S. AUGUST, 


I ded 


| S. AUGUST. 
Swee tneſs in temporal ** is deceitful; It is a labour ox 
wit bout providence and whoſe end is not without repentance, 
Eb IS”... 


Luxury is an enticing pleaſure, a baſtard mirth, which hath 
oney in ber mouth, gall in her heart, and a ſting in her tail, 


EPIG, 3, | 
What, Cupid, are thy ſhafts already made? 
And ſeeking honey, to ſet up thy trade 
True Embleme of thy ſweets ! Thy Bees do bring 
Honey in their mouths, ww in their tails a ſting. ' 
| 5 4 . 


- 


zook 1, Emblems, 15 


2 perpetual fear; it is a dangerous pleaſure, whoſe beginning 
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lighter than vanity. 
I 


PE in another weight: *Tis yet too light: 
And yet, fond Cupid, pur another in; 

And yer angrher : Still rhere's under weight: 

Put in another hundred: Put again; | 2 
Add world to world; then heap a thouſand more 
To that, then to renew thy waſted ſtore, _ 

Take up more worlds on truſt, to draw thy balance lower. 

r . e 2 i 18 
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Pur in the fleſh with all her loads of pleaſure; 
Pur in great Mammon's endleſs inventory; 

Pur in the ponderous acts of Mighty Ceſar : + 

Put in the greater weight of Sweden's glory; 
Add Scipio s gauntlet; pur in Plato gew: 

Pur Circe's charms, put in the triple crown. © 

Thy balance will nor draw; thy balance will not down. 


Lord what a world is this, which day and night, 
Men ſeek with ſo much toil, with ſo. much trouble? 
Which weigh'd in equal ſcales is found fo lighe, 
So poorly overbalanc'd with a bubble? 

Good God! that frantick mortals ſhould deſtroy 
Their higher hopes, and place their idle joy 
pon ſuch airy traſh, upon ſo lighꝭ a toy RYE 
N - : du 


To be laid in the balance, it ic altogether 
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| 
Thou holy Tmpoſture, how haſt thou befool'd 


 Proclaiming bad for good & gildingdeath with pleaſure 


x8 Eenblemes. | Bock 1. 


The tribe of Man with counterfeit defire ! 

How has the breath of thy falſe bellows cool'd 
Heav'ns free born flame, and kindled baſtard fire 
How haſt thou vented droſs inſtead of treaſure; 

And cheated men with thy falſe weights and meaſure | 


wo % © Wn, Cy» YE 


3 
The world's a crafty, Stramper moſt affecting, | 
And clofely following rhofe that moſt reje& her; 

Bur ſeeming careleſs, nicely diſreſpecting | 
And coyly flying thoſe that moſt affeck her:: 
If thou be free, ſhe's ſtrange, if ſtrange ſhe's free; 
Flee, and ſhe follows; follow and ſhe'll flee : _ 
Than ſhe there's none more coy, there's none more fond 
| 8 e (than ſne. 


O what a Croccdilian world is this, | 
Compos d of treacheries, and inſnaring wiles! 
She cloathes deſtruction in a formal kiſs, : 
And lodges death in her deceitful ſmiles ; _ 
She hugs rhe ſoul ſhe hates; and there does prove 
The veryeſt tyrant, where ſhe vows to love, 


And is a Serpent moſt, when moſt ſhe ſeems a Dove. 


& 


Thrice happy he, whoſe nobler thoughts deſpiſe. 


* To make an object of ſo eaſie gains 
Thrice happy he, who ſcorns ſo poor a price 
: Should be the crown of his heroick pains : 
Thrice happy he, that ne'er was born to try 
Her frowns or ſmiles : or being born, did lie 
In his ſad nurſes arms an hour, or two, and die, 


Emblemes. L 
S. AUGUST. lib. confeſſ. 


O you that dote upon this world, for What victory do ye fight ? 
Tour hopes can be crowned with no greater reward, than the 
world can give z and what is the world but a brittle thing full 
of dangers, wherein we travel from leſſer to greater perils? 0 
let all her vain,light, momentary glory, periſh with her ſelf, 
and let us be converſant with more eternal things. Alas this 
EE orld is miſerable, life is ſhort, and death is ſure. 


| 


re 
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EPIG. 4. 
My foul, what's lighter, than a feather ? Wind, 
Than wind? The fire. And what, than fire? The mind. 


What's lighterthan the mind? A thought. Than thought? 
This bubble world. What, thanthis bubble ? Nought, 
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l. Ii, of this World paſſh . 


4 One aye thoſe golden days, wherein 
6 Pale Conſcience ſtarred not at ugly ſin: 
When good old Saturn's peaceful Throne 
Was unuſurped by his beardleſs Son : _ 
When jealous Ops ne er ſear d th' abuſe 
Of her chaſt bed, or breach of nuptial Truce: 
When juſt Aſtræa pois d her Scales 
In mortal hearts, whoſe abſence earth bewails, 
When froth-bern Venus and her brat, 
With all that ſpurious brood Young Fove begat, 
In horrid ſhapes were yer unknown; © 5 
Thoſe Halcyon days, that golden age is gone. 
There was no Client then to wait 
The leiſure of this long tail'd Advocate; 
The Talion Law was in requeſt, 


And Chanc'ry Courts were kept in ev'ry breaſt ; 


Abuſed Statutes had no Tenters, 

And men could deal fecure without Indentures ; 
There was no peeping hole to clear 

The wittals eye from his incarnate fear; 
There were no luſtful Cinders then 

To broil the Carbonado'd hearts of men: 

The roſie cheeks did then proclaim 

A ſhame of Guilr, but not a guilt of ſname: 
There was no whining ſoul to ſtart 

At Cupid's twang, or curſe his flaming dart; 
The Boy had then bur callow wings, 

And fell Erinys Scorpions had no ſtings: 
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22 Raliasesk Book 1. 
The better- acted world did move 

| Upon the fixed poles of truth and Love. 

Love eſſenc'd in the hearts of men! 

Then Reaſonrul'd, there was no paſſion then; 

Till Luft and rage began ro enter n fe 
Love the Circumference was, and Love the Center j 
Vntil the wanton days of Jove 

The fimple world was all compos'd of Love; 

Bur Fove grew fleſhly, falſe, unjuſt ; 
Inferiour beauty fill d is veins with luſt: = 

And Cucquean Funo's fury hurl'd | 
Fierce balls of rape into th inceſtuous world: 

Aſtrea fled, and love return'd 
From earth, carth boyl'd with luft, with rage it burn nd, 

And ever 'fince the world hath been © 


Kepr going with the ſcourge of Luſt and Spleen. 
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Luſt is a ſharp ſpur to vice, which always putteth the af. 
© fexions into 4 falſe gallop... 


HUG 0, 


Luſt is an immoderate wantonneſs of the fleſh, a ſweet poy- 

on, a cruel peſtilence; a pernicious poyſon, which weakneth 

the body of Man, and effeminateth the ſtrength of an heroick 

il S. AUGUST,” 

Envy is the hatred of anothers felicity : in reſpec of Superi- 

ours, becauſe they are not equal to them; in reſpect of Inferi- 

ours, left he ſhou!d be equal to them; in reſpect of equals, 

becauſe they are equal to them: Through envy proceeded the 
fall of the world, and death CRTC: 


OS 


; EPIG. 5: 
What, Cupid, muſt the world be laſh'd ſo ſoon? 
Eut made at morning and be whipt at noon ? 


Tis like the wage, that plays with Venus Doves, 
The more tis We : 


d, the more perverſe it proves. 
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VL 


All i is vanity and ve cation * 95 pirit. | 


1 


1 ” 


Ow is the anxious ſoul oth man befool'd, 4 
In his defire, 


hat thinks an Hectick feyer may be coold_ 
In flames of fire? 


Or hopes to rake full heaps of burniſh'd 04 
From naſty mire? 


\ whining Lover may as wel requeſt. 
A ſcornful Ay 


To melt in gentle * as woe the world for * 


> 


ter wir, and all het nadies plors cites” 
The beſt they can; 


Let ſmiling Fortune proſper and perfect 
What wir began, 
Let earth adviſe with both, and ſo proſe : 
A happy man; 
Ler wit or fawning Fortune vie e their beſt; 5 
Ne may be bleſt 
with all that earth can give; bur earth cafi give tio reſt; 
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Whoſe gold is double with a careful hand, 
His cares are double, 
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The Pleaſure, Honour, Wealth of Sea and Land 


Bring but a trouble; 


The World it ſelf, and all the Worlds command, 


Is but a bubble: 


The ſtrong deſires of mans inſatiate breaſt | 
May ſtand pofleſt 


Of all that Earth can give; bur earth can give no reſt. 


bo 1 
The World's a ſeeming Par'diſe, but her own 
And man's tormentor; 


Appearing fix'd, yet but a rolling ſtone 
Wirhour a tenter; 


It is vaſt Circumference, where none 


Can find a Center. mY 
df n more than Earth, cafi Earth make none poſleft ; 


; And he tharleaſt | 
| Regards this _ World, ſnall in this World find reſt. 


OY 
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True reſt conſiſts not in the oft rerying 


Of worldly droſs; 

Earth's miry purchaſe i is not worth the buying ; z 
Her gain is loſs; 

Her reſt but giddy toll, if not relying 
Upon het croſs, 

How worldlings droil for trouble! That fond breaſt 
Thar is poflefs'd 

Of Earth withour a croſs; has Karth wichour a reſt; 
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| C As S. in Pl. 


The Croſs is the invincible ſunT:ary of the humble: The 

= dejeqion of the proud, the victory of Chriſt, the deſtruction 

„ef the devil, the confirmation of the faithful, the death of 
eſt, = the unbeliever, the life of the juſt. = 


DAMASCEN. 


The Croſsof Chriſt is the key of Paradiſe; the weak mans 
ſtaff; the Converts convoy; the upright Mans perfection; the 
ſoul and bodies health; the prevention of all evil, and the 
procurer of all good. — 


eſt. | 


w_ Bo T 1 E PIG. 6. | 
Worldlings, whoſe whimpering folly holds the loſſes 
Of honour, pleaſure, health, and wealth ſuch croſſes, 
Look here, and tell me, what your Arms engroſs: 
8 When the beſt end of what he hugg's a croſs; 
- | C 2 
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VII. 
1 PET. 5.8. 


Be ſober, be vigilant, becauſe your Adver- 
ſary the Devil as a roaring Lion walketh 
about, ſecking whom he may devour, 


T 


y doſt thou ſuffer ruſtful ſloth to creep, 
Dull Cyprian Lad, into thy wanton brows ? 

Is thjs a time to pay thine Idle Vows, 
At Morpheus ſhrine ? Is this a time to ſleep - 
Thy brains in waſteful ſlumbers?. up and rouze 

Thy leaden ſpirit: Is this a time to fleep? _ 

Adjourn thy ſanguine dreams, awake, ariſe, 
Call in thy thoughts; and let them all adyviſe, 
Had. ſt thou, as many heads, as thou haſt wounded eyes. 


2 


Look, Look, what horrid furies do awair 8 
Thy flatt' ring ſlumbers! If thy drowzy head 
But chance to nod, thou fall ſt into a bed 
Of ſalph'rous flames, whoſe torments want a date, 
Fond boy, he wiſe, let not thy thoughts be fed 
With Phrygian wifdom ; fools are wiſe too late: 
Beware betimes, and let thy reaſon ſever 
Thoſe gates which paſſion clos'd ; wake now or never 
For if thou nod'ſt thou fall'ſt, and falling fall'ſt for ever. 


C 3 Mark, 
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Mark, how the ready hands of death prepare: 
His bow is bent, and he hath norch'd his dart; 
He aims, he levels at thy ſlumb ring heart: 

The wound is poſting, O be wiſe, beware. 

What? has the voice of danger loſt the art 

To raiſe the ſpirit of neglected care? 
Well, {ſleep thy fill, and take thy ſoft repoſes; 
But know withal, ſweet taſts have ſowre cloſes, 


And he repents in thorns, that fleeps in beds of roſes. 


. | <4 


Yet, ſluggard, wake, and gull thy Soul no more 
With Earth's falſe pleaſure, and the worlds delight, 
Whoſe fruit is fair, and pleaſing to the ſight, 
But ſowre in taſte, falſe as the putrid core: 
Thy flaring glaſs is gems at her half light, 
She makes thee ſeeming rich, bur rruly poor : 
She boaſts a kernel and beſtows a ſhell ; 
Performs an inch of her fait promis d ell: 
Her words proteſt a Heaven; her works produce an hell. 
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O thou the fountain of whoſe better part, 
Is earth'd and gravell'd up with vain deſire: 
That daily wallow'ft in the fleſhly mire 

And baſe pollution of a luſtful heart, 

That feel'ſt no paſſion, bur in wanton fire, 

And own'ft no torment bur in Cupid's dart; 

Behold thy type: Thou ſitt'ſt upon this ball 
Of earth, ſecure, while Death that flings ar all, 
Stands arm'd to ſtrike thee down, where flames attend 
3 „ (thy fall. 
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Security is no where; neither in Heaven, nor in Paradiſe, 
much leſs in the World : In Heaven the Angels fell from the 
Divine Preſence; in Paradiſe, Adam fell from his place of 

8 pleaſure ;, in the World, Fudas fell from the School of our Sa- 


U. our. £ 
HUGO, 


| LI eat ſecure, I drink ſecure, I ſleep ſecure, euen as though 

s. I had paſt the day of death, avbided the day of judgment, and 
eſcaped the tor ments of Hell. fire: I play and fav pe though 
I were already triumphing in the Kingdom of Heaven, 


4 
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EPIG, 7. 
Get up, my foul ; Redeem thy laviſh eyes 
From drowzy bondage: O beware; be wiſe: 
a Thy Foe's betore thee; thou muſt fighr or fly: 
Lite lies moſt open in a cloſed eye. 


64 
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LUKE 6: 25. 


Woe be to you that laugh nom, for ye ſhall 
mourn and weep. IS ©, eo] 


He world's 4 popular diſeaſe, that reigns 
Within the froward heart and frantick brains 
Of poor diſtemper'd mortals, oft ariſing 
From ill digeſtion, through th unequal poiſing - 
Of ill-weigh'd. Elements, whoſe light direts. 
Malignant humours to malign effets.:. 
One raves and labours with. a boyling liver; 
Rends hair by hand fuls, curſing Cupid's quiver: 
Another with a bloody flux of oaths +» & 
Vows deep revenge: one dotes : the other loaths:  - 
One frisks and ſings, and cries a flagon more 
To drench dry cares, and make the Weikin'rore ; 
Another droops : the Sun-ſhine makes him fad ; 


— 1 


Heav'n cannot pleaſe: Ones mop'd; the Cother's mad; 
One hugs his gold; another lers it fly: | 
He knowing not for whom; nor r'other why. 

One ſpends his day in plots, his night in play; 
Another ſleeps and ſlugs both nighr and day : 

One laughs ar this thing; 'other cries for that: 

But neither one nor t'other knows for what, 
Wonder of wonders ! What we oughr tevire 
As our diſeaſe, we hug as our delight: © 

Lis held a ſymptom of approaching danger, 

When diſacquainted Senſe becomes a Stranger, 
And takes no knowledge of an old diſeaſe; *' + 
pur when a noſſom grief begins to pleaſe 
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The unreſiſting fenſe, it is a fear 

Thar death has parly'd, and compounded there: 

As when the dreadful Thund'rers awful hand 

Pours forth a Vial on th' infected land, 

At firſt thaffrighted Mortals quake and fear; 

And every noiſe is thought the Thunderer : 

Rur.when the frequent ſoul-departing Bell 

Has pav'd their ears with her familiar knell, 

Ir is reputed bur a nine days wander, , 

They neither fear the Thund'rer nor his Thunder. 

So when the world (a worſe — beggn | 
To ſmart for fin, poor new created Man 

Could ſeek for ſhe ter, and his gen'rous Son 

Knew by his wages what his hahds had done: 

But bold-fac'd Mortals in our bluſnleſs times 

Can ſing and ſmile, and make a ſport of crimes, 

Tranſgreſs of cuſtom, and rebel in eaſe, - 

We falſe joy d fools can triumph in diſeaſe, 

And (as the careleſs Pilgrim, being bit 

By the Tarantula, begins a fir - 

Ot life-conchuding laughter) waſte our breath 

Jn laviſh pleaſure, till we laugh to death. 


HUGO 


ock 1. Emblemes: 


HUGO de anima. 


hat profit is there in vain-· glory, moment any mirth, the 
por 1d's power, the fleſh s pleaſure, full riches, noble deſcent, and 
Great deſires? Where is their laughter 2 where is their mirth? 
ere their inſolence 2 their arrogance ? From how much joy 
ro how much ſadneſs" After how much mirth, how much miſe- 

ry | From hom great glorv are they fallen, to how great tor- 
nents! What hath fallen to them, may befal thee, becauſe. 
chou art a man ; Thou art of earth; thou liveſt of earth 
thu ſhalt return to earth. Death expecteth thee every wher ex 
Be wiſe therefore, and expett death every where. | 


ON E PIC. 8. 
Whar ails the fool to laugh? Does ſomething pleaſe 
His vain conceit? Or is'r a meer diſeaſe? *:; +, 
Fool, giggle on, and waſte thy wanton breath; 
hy morning laughter breeds an ev'ning death, 
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_ 
1 JOHN 2, 17, 


The World paſſeth away, and all the Liſts 
= thereof. | 
| y | 
| Raw near, brave Sparks, whoſe Spirits ſcornto lighr 
Your hallow'd tapers, but at Honours flame; 
ou, whoſe heroick actions take delight 
To varniſh over a new painted name 
22 hoſe high-bred thoughts diſdain to rake their flight, 
Bur on th Icarian wings of babbling fame; 
Behold how tott ring are your high- built ſtories (ries! 
df earth, whereon you truſt the ground-work of your glo- 
| {= of * | 
And you more brain-ſick Lovers, that can priſe 
A wanton ſmile before eternal Joys .) 
hat know no heaven but in your Miſtriſs eyes; 
That feel no pleaſure, but what ſenſe enjoys: 
That can like crown-diſtemper'd fools deſpiſe 
True riches, and like babies whine for toys : 
Think ye the Pageants of yu hopes are able 
To ſtand fecure on earth, when earth ir ſelf's unſtable ? 


9113 5 

ome, dunghil Worldlings, you that root like ſwine, 

And caſt up golden trenches where ye come: 
Whoſe. only pleaſure is to. undermine, i 

And view the ſecrets of your mothers womb: 

ome bring your Saint ponch'd in his Leather ſhrine, 

And ſummon all your griping Angels home; 

Behold your World, the bank of all your ſtore 
The World ye ſo admire, the World ye fo adore. 
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A feeble 3 whoſe oa add pleaſures tire 
Before the race; before the ſtart, retreat; 

A faithleſs world, whoſe falſe delights expire 
Before the term of half their promis d date: 

A. fickle World, not worth rhe leaſt deſire, 
Where ev'ry chance Proclaims a change of Stats: 
A feeble, faithleſs, fickle world, wherein 

Each motion 408 a vice; and ev ry act ſin, 


. out 


The beauty, chat of tice was ln her flower, 
Is now a ruine, not to raiſea luſt: 
He that was lately drench'd in Dandes ſhower, 
Js maſter now of neither good nor truſt; 
Whoſe-honour late was mann d with princely power, 
His glory now lies buried in the duſt ; 
O who would truſt this world, or prize what; s in it, 


That how and cake and chops and changes ev'r "ry minutſ 
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Nor length of days, nor ſolid ſtrength of brain, 

Can find a place wherein to reſt ſecure : 
The World is various, and the Earth is vain, . _ 
There's nothing certain here, there's nothing ſure: 
we rrud e, we travel, but from pain to pain, 

And what's our only grief's dur only cure: 

The world's a torment ; he that would endeavour 
To find the way to reſt,muſt ſeek the way to leave he! 
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GREG. in hom. 


Behold the world is withered in it ſelf, yet flonriſheth in 
ur hearts, every where death,every where grief,every where 
deſolation : On every ſide we are ſmitten ; on every ſide fil- 
led with bitterneſs, and yet with the blind mind of carnal 
e ſire, we love her bittbrneſs : It flieth and we follow it; 
it falleth, yet we ſtick to it: And becauſe we cannot enjoy 
i falling, we fall with it, and enjoy it fallen. 
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I Fortune fail, or envious Time but ſpurn, Two 
The world turns round, and with the world we turn : 
When Fortune ſees, and Lynx-ey'd Time is blind, 
E ru crufgchy joys, O world, till then, che wind. 
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JOHN 8. 44. 


| Te are of jour father the Devil, and the luſts 
= of your father you will do. 5 


H ** your right ground: wag gently Oer this black : 
Tis a ſhort. caſt; yare quickly at the jack. 
| Rub, rub an inch or two: Two crowns to one 
On this bowl's ſide: Blow wind, tis fairly thrown : 
The next bowl's worſe that comes; come bowl away: 
Mammon, you know the ground untutor d, play: 
Your laſt was gone, a yard of ſtrength well ſpar d, 
Had touch'd the block; your hand is ſtill too hard. 
Brave paſtime, Readers, to conſume that day 
Which without paſtime flies roo ſwift away! 
See how they labour; as if day and night _ 
Were both too ſhort to ſerve their looſe delight? 
See how their curved bodies wreath, and skrew 
Such antick ſnapes as Proteus never knew: 
One raps an oath, another deals a curſe; - 
He never better bowl'd ; this never worſe : 
One rubs his itchleſs elbow, ſhrugs and laughs, 
The tother bends his beetle brows, and chafes : 
Sometimes they whoop, ſometimes their Stygian cries 
Send their black Santo's to the bluſhing skies: 
Thus mingling humours in a mad confuſion, 
They make bad Premiſes, and worſe conclufion : 
But where's 4 Palm that Fortunes hand allows 
To bleſs the Victors honourable brows ? 
Come, Reader, come; I'll light rhine eye the way 
To view the prize, the while the Gameſters play: 
5 Cloſe 
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Cloſe by the jack, behold, jill fortune ſtands 
To wave the game; ſee in her partial hands 
The glorious garland's held in open ſhow, | 
To chear the Lads, and crown the conqu'rors brow. 
The worlds the jack; the gameſters that contend, 
Are Cupid, Mammon: that judicious Fiend, 
That gives the ground, is Satan: And the bowls 
Are ſinful Thoughts; the Prize, a crown for Fools. 


Who breaths that bowls not? What bold tongue can ſay 


Without a bluſh, ke has not bowl'd to day ? 
It is the trade of man, and every ſinner 
Has plaid his rubbers: Every Soul's a winner. 
The vulgar Proverb's croſt, he Hardly can 
Be a good Bowler and an honeſt man. : 
Good God! turn thou my Brazil thoughts ane w; 
| New ſole my bowls, and make their biaſs true. 
Fll ceaſe to game, till fairer ground be given, 
Nor wiſh to win, until the mark be Heaven. 


„„ %, WS 


Book r. Emblemes. 45 
S8. BERNARD, lib. de Conſid. 


wy O you ſons of Adam, you covetous generations, what have ye 

| to do with earthly riches, which are neither true, nor jours? 

Gold and Silver are real earth, red and white, which the on- 

= ly errour of man makes, or rather reputes, precious: In ſhort, 
= if they be yours, carry them with you, | 


S. HIER ON. in Ep. 


O Luft, thou infernal fire, whoſe fewel is glattom; whoſe 
flame is pride; whoſe ſparkles are wanton words ;whoſe ſmoke 
is infamy; whole aſhes are uncleanneſs 3 whoſe end is hell. 


Mammon well followed: Cupid bravely led; 

Both Touchers; equal Fortune makes a dead: 

No reed can meaſure where the conqueſt lies; 
Take my advice! compound, and ſhare the Prize. 
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Te walked according to the courſe of this 
= MWorld,according to the Prince of the air. 


I * 
Whither will this mad brain world ar laft 
Be driv'n ? Where will her reſtleſs wheels arrive ? 
= Why hurries on herill-match'd pair fo faſt? 
O whirher meins her furious groom to drive? 
What, will her rambling fits be never paſt? | 
For ever ranging? Never once retrieve? _ 
Will Earth's perpetual progreſs ne er expire? 
Her team continuing in their freſh careir : 
And yet they never reſt, and yet they never tire. 

Sols hot mouth'd Steeds, whoſe noſtrils vomit flame, 
Aud brazen lungs belch forth quotidian fire, 
Their twelve hours task perform'd grow ſtiff and lame, 

And their immortal ſpirits faint and tire: 
At th' azure mountains foot their labours claim 
The privilege of reſt, where they retire 
Io quench their burning fetlocks, and go ſteep 
Their flaming noſtrils in the weſtern deep, 
4nd freſh their tired ſouls wich ſtrengrh-reſtoring ſleep. 


| 3 
But theſe prodigious hackneys, baſely got 
'Twixt men and devils, made for race or flight, 
Can drag the idle world, expecting not 
The bed of reſt, but travel with delight; 
Who never weighing wav nor weather, trot 
B23 :-- Throvgh 


46  Embleaues. Book 1. 
Through duſt and dirt, and droil both night and day; 
Thus droil theſe fiends incarnate, whoſe free pains 
Are fed with dropſies and venereal blains. 
No need to uſe the whip ; but ſlrength to rule the reins, 


— 


Poor captive world! How has thy lightneſs given 
A juſt occaſion to thy foes illuſion * 1 5 
O, how art thou betrayed thus fairly driven 
In ſeeming triumph to thy own confuſion? 
How is thy empty Univerſe bere:vV en 
Of all true joys, by one falſe joys deluſion? 
So I have ſeen an unblown-virgin fed 
With ſugar'd words ſo full, that ſhe is led 
A fair attended Bride yo a falſe Bankrupts bed. 
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ISIDOR. lib, x, pe ſummo bono. 


0 By how much then nearer Satan perceiveth the world to an 
end, by ſo much the more fiercely he troubleth it with perſecu- 
tion; that knowing 3 is to be damned, he may ket com- 
ban in bi damnation. | 


* 


CYPRIAN. In Ep, 


Bro id and 7 pations is the 3 to infernal life; there are 
enticements and death- bringing pleaſures. There the Devil 
fattereth that he may deceive ; ſmileth that he may endæ- 
mage; allureth ga bra 1 RES K 
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Nay ſ ſoft and fair, good world ; poſt not too faſt, 
Thy journies end requires nor half this haſt. | 

| Unleſs that arm thou ſo diſdain'ſt, reprives thee 
Xo Alas thou * muſt go, che devil drives thee. 
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r 
ISAIAH 66. 11. 


Ye may ſuck, but not be ſatisfied with the 
breaf of her ronjletion. 


. 


Wir, never ella? Re 0 lips skrew'd fo faſt (thee ; z 
Toth earchs full breaſt? for ſhame, for ſhame unſeize 
Thou tak'ſt a ſurfeit where thou ſhohld'ſt but raſt, 


And mak'ſt too much not half enough ro pleaſe thee. 
Ah, fool, forbear; thou ſwalloweſt at one breath 
Both tood and poiſon nz On Wor . milk and 
(deach. 
TY 
The thriving infant with her milky flo 
Bur being o'erſtrain'd; return ar laſt - | 
Unwholſom gulps compos'd of wind and blood. 


A mod'rate uſe does both repaſt and pleaſe; 
Who ”_ beyond:: a mean N in and 7 diſeaſe. 


2 
The uh rous breaſts, when fairly drawn, 


Bur, 0 that mean whoſe — the an abuſe. 
Makes bad, is too too hard ro be directed? 
Can thorns bring grapes or Crabs a pleaſing juice? 
There's nothing wholſom, where the whole's infected. 
Unſeize thy lips: Earths milk's a rip'ned core, 
That oops om her 2 n matters * 2 fore. 


* 


Think'ſt thou that paunch, that burlies out thy coat, 

Is thriving fat; or fleſh, that ſeems ſo brawny? 

Thy paunch is dropſied and thy cheeks are bloat; 
Thy lips are RY _ thy neee N 


Thy 
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30 Enuublemeſ. Book 1. 
Thy skin's a bladder blown with watry tumours; 
Thy fleſh a trembling bog, 'a quagmire full of humours. 
And thou whoſe thriveleſs hands, are ever ſtraining 
Earths fluenr breaſts into an empty fieve, - © 
That always haſt, yer always art complaining, 
And whin'ſt for more than earth has power co give; 


Whoſe treaſure flows and flees away as faſt; 
That ever haſt, and haſt, yer haſt not what thou haſt. 


\ 


Go chuſe a ſuhſtance, Fool, that will remain 
Within the limits of thy leaking meaſure; 
Or elſe go ſeek an urn that will retain _ 
The liquid body of thy \lipp'ry treaſure : 
Alas, How poorly are thy labours crown d? 
Thy liquor's never ſweet, nor yet phy veſlel ſound. 


3 


What lefs, than Fool is man to prog and plot, 
And laviſh out the cream of all his care, 
To gain poor ſeeming goods, which being got, 
Make firm poſſeſſion bur a thorow fare; 
Or, if they ſtay, they furrow rhoughts the deeper ; 


Aqdl.belng kent with care,they ole their cafe t keeper: 


x 
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T. 
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S. GREG, Hom, 3, ſecund, parte Ezech. 


If we give more to the fleſh thanwe ought, we nouriſh an e- 
ne my; if we give not to her neceſſity what we ought, we de- 
firoy a Citizen : The fleſh is to be ſatisfied ſo far as ſuffices to 
our good; whoſoever alloweth ſo much to her as to make her 
proud, knoweth not how to be ſatisfied : To be ſatisfied is a 

_ great art; leſt by the ſatiety of the fleſh we break forth in- 
to the iniquity of her folly. : 


HUGO de anima. 


The heart is a ſmall thing, but deſireth great matters. 
It is mt ſufficient for a Kites dinner, yet the whole world is 
not ſufficient for it, — n 


| EPIQ.-12. | 
What makes thee, Fool, ſo fat? Fool, thee ſo bare? 
Ye ſuck the ſelf ſame milk, the ſelf-ſame air SS 
No mean betyixt all paunch, and skin and bone? 
The mean's a virtue, and the world has none. 
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XIII. 


JOHN 3. 19. 


Men love dartneſs rather than l * 40 


their deeds are evil. 


Ord; when we leaye the woeld and come to o Thee, 
How dull, how ſlug ate we! 
How backward ! How prepoſterous i is the motion. 
Of our ungain devotion! 
our thoughts are Milſtones, and our ſouls are lead, 
And our defires are dead: 
Our vows are fairly promis d, faintly paid; 
or broken or not made: 
Our better work (if any good) attends 
VU pon our private ends: 
In whoſe performance one poor worldly ſcoff 
Foils us or beats us off. 
It thy ſharp ſcourge find out ſome ſecrer fault, 
We grumble or revolt, 
And if thy gentle hand for bear, we ſtray, - 
Or idly loſe the way. 
js the road fair? we loyter : clogg'd with mire? 
| We ſtick or elſe retire: 
A lamb appears a Lion; and we fear; 
Each buſh we ſee's a bear. 
When our dull fouls direct our thoughts to thee, 
As flow as ſnails are we: 
But at earth we dart our wing d defire, 
We burn, we burn like fire. 
Like as the am'rous needle joys to bend | 
To her magnerick frierd: 


05 


= : Emblemes. Book f. 
Or as the greedy Lovers eye-balls fly | 
At his fair Miſtriſs eye: 
So, ſo we cling to earth? we fly and puff, 
Yer fly not faſt enough. > 
If pleaſure beckon wich her balmy hand, 
Her beck's a ſtrong command: 
If honour calls us with a courtly breath, 
An hour's delay i is death: 
tt profie golden finger d charms enveigles, | 
We clip more ſwift acttagles 
Ler Auſter weep, or bluſtring Boreas rore 
Till eyes or lungs be ſore : 


Ler Neptune firell until his dropſy fides 
Baurſt into broken rides: 


o__ chrearting Rocks, nor Winds, nor Waves, nor Fire, | 


| Can curb our fierce deſire; 
Nor Fire, nor Rocks, can op our furious minds, 
Nor Waves, nor Winds: 
How faſt and fearlefs do our foorfteps flee! 
The light-foar oe: buck's not ſo {wit as we. 


S. AUGUST. 


Feen 
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Book 1: Emblemes. -— nl 
s. AUGUST. ſup. Pfal. 64; 


Two ſeveral lovers built two ſeveral Cities; the love of 
God buildeth a Jeruſalem ; the love of the world buildeth æ 
Babylon: Let every one enquire of himſelf what he laveth, and 

he ſhall reſolve himſelf of whence he is a Citizen, 


s. AUGUST. nn. 3. Confeſ. 


A I! things are driven by their own weight, and tend do their 
en center; My weight is my love; by that I am driven 
whit herſoever I am driven. 


Lord, he loveth thee the leſs, that loveth any thing with 
thee, which he loveth not for thee. ä 


| | EPIG. . 
Lord, ſcourge my Aſs, if ſne ſnould make no haſt, 
And curb my Stag, it he ſhould fly too faſt: 
It he be over. ſwift, or ſhe prove idle, * 
Ler Love lend him a ſpur : Fear, her a bridle. 
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XIV. 
| PSALM T2. 3. Rs 
Lighten . es, 0 Lord, , te I fee the 
| Jeep Zul.. 


F 


* ne er 3 morning 2 win that promitd light 
er break, and clear thoſe ende W 
Smet Phopher, bring the ä 
whoſe conqu'ring ray 3 7 
May chaſe theſe fogs; 5 Se Phoſpher, bring the "ad 


How long ! How long ſhall theſe benighted eyes 3 # 


Languiſhin ſhades, like feeble flies 
Expecking Spring? How long ſhall darkneſs foil} 
The face of earth, and thus beguile: 
| Our ſouls of ſprightful action? When, when will diy 
| Begin to dawn, whoſe new born ray _ .. 
May gild the weather-cocks. of our devotion, 
i And give our unfoul'd fouls new ee . 
Sweet Phyſpher, bring the day. 
Thy light will fray : | 
Theſe horrid miſts ? $ ng: Phoſpher king the day. 


Let thoſe have night that flyly love rimmure 
Their cloy{ter'd crimes, and fin ſecure; 

Let thoſe have night that bluſh to let men know 
The baſeneſs they ne'er bluſh to do; 

5 Let thoſe have night that love to have a nap 

DS, And loll in Ignoxance's lap; | 

et thofe whofe eyes, like ls, abhor the light, 

Let thoſe have ks my ove the night ; 
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Sweet Phoſpher bring the 447; 3 
How ſad delay 


Afflicts dull hopes? Sweet phoſpber bring the day. 


Alas! my light in vain expecting eyes 
Can fad — objects, but har i. 
From this poor mortaP blaze, a dying ſpark 
Ot Vulcan's forge, whoſe flames are dark, 
A dangerous, du biue burning light, : 
As melancholy as the night : | 
Here's all the Suns that gliſter in the Sphere 


Of earth: Ah me! What comfort's here? 


Sweet Pholpher bring the da 
 _ Haſte, haſte ay 4 


Heav'ns loyt'ring lamp.; Sweet Phoſhher, bring the day, 
Bldw, Ignorance: : © thou, whoſe idle knee 


Rocks earth into a — 
And with thy ſooty fingers ſt bedightr _ 
The worlds fair pe blow, Now thy ſpight ; 
Since thou haſt puft 6ur greater Taper; 40 
Puff on, and out the leſfer too : 


It ere that brexth-exiled flame fetuth, 


Thou haſt not blown, as it will burn: 
Sweet Phoſpher, bring the day: 
Light will repay 


The wrongs of night: Sweet _ uy the whey, 
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8. abs. in Joh. Ser. 19. 


s F £> 


God is all to thee + If thou be hungry, be is aud; - if 


thirſty, he is water; if darkneſs he is light; If naked, he 
u a robe of immortality. 


ALANUS deconq. nat. 


Got is alight that is never darkned ; An unwearied life 
that cannot die; a fountain always flowing ; ; a garden of life; 
g * 4 n 8 of all go0dreſs. 


E PIG, 14. 
My foul, If Ignorance puff out this light, 
Shell do a favour that intends a ſpight : -. 
'T ſeems dark abroad ; bur rake this . away, 
Thy windows will diſcover _ a day. 
#1 
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The Devil is come unto you, having great 
wrath, becauſe he knoweth that he hath 
but à ſhort tie. 


Ord can'ſt thou ſee and ſuffer? is thy hand © © 
Still bound to th peace; Shall earth's black Monarch 
A full poſſeſſion of thy waſted land? © © (take 
O, will thy ſlumb' ring vengeance never wake, 
Till fullag'd law-refiſting Cuſtom ſhake 55 
. The Pillars of chy right by falſe command? 
Unlock thy clouds, great Thund'rer and come down 
Behold thoſe Temples wear thy ſacred Crown; 
Redreſs, redreſs our wrongs; revenge, revenge thy own. 
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See how the bold uſurper mounts the ſeat | 
Of royal Majeſty ; How ovyerſtrawing | 
Perils with Pleaſure, pointing ev'ry threat 
With bug-bear death, by torments over-awing 
Thy frighred ſubjects; or by favours drawing 
Their rempted hearts to his unjuſt retreat; 
Lord can ſt thou be ſo mild, and he fo bold? 
Or can thy flocks be thriving, when the fold 


I; govern'd by the Fox? Ford, can ſt thou ſee and hold? 


That ſwift- wing d Ad vocate, that did - commence 
Our welcome ſuits before the King of Kings, 
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62 Emblemes. Bock 1. 
That ſweet Embaſſador, that hurries hence i 
What ayres th' harmonious ſoul or ſighs or ſings, 
See how ſhe flutters with her idle wings; = 
Her wings are clipt, and eyes put out by ſenſe 
Senſe conqu ring Faich is now grown blind and cold, 
And baſely craven'd, that in times of old | 
Did conquer Heay'n it ſelf, do what th' Almighty could. 


Behold how double fraud does ſcourge and tear 


— 


1 . 
# WE 4 


Faith's pinion's clipt 1 and fair Aſtræa gone? 
Quick ſeeing Faith now blind ? And Fuſtice ſee ? 

Has Juſtice now found wings? And has Faith none? 
What do we here? Who would not with to be 

Diſſolv'd from earth, and with Aſtræa fee 

From this blind dungeon to that Sun bright Throne? 
Lord, is thy Scepter loft, or laid aſid e??? 
Is hell broke looſe, and all her frends untied ? 

Lord, riſe, anf rouze, & rule, and cruſhtheir furiqus pride, 


e PETER 
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Book 1. 


that are lor fia. 


.  Earblemes. 


PETER RAY. in Match. 


The Devil i is the author of evil,the fountain of wickedneſs, 
tbe adverſary of the truth, the corrupter of the World, mans 
_ perpetual enemy; he planteth ſnares, diggeth ditehes, ſ purreth 
bodies, he goadeth ſouls, he ſuzge ſteth thoughts, belcheth anger, 


expoſeth virtues ty hatred, małeth vices beloved, ſoweth error, 
nouri iſheth e peace, and ſcattereth aflidtion. 


5 1 MACAR. 


Letus ſuffer with thoſe that ſuffer : And be crucified, with 


thoſe that are crucified, Fhas we may be 1 with thoſe 


SAVANA K. 


if there * no enemy, no fight; 4 if 15 felt, 10 u; 37 


Fi Way, no crowns 


is. 


My ſoul, fit thon a patient looker on; 
Judge nor the play before the play is done; 
Her plot has many changes: Every day 


| Speaks a new Scene: the laſt act crowns the Play, 8 
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SECOND BOOK. 


SALA 50. IT, 


You that: willh iu the light of pontviwis tre > 
and in the ſparks that ye have kindled, 
Je ſhall lie down i 5 ſorrow. 
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Der fill Cupid, ſnuff 5 trim 
alſe, thy feeble light, 
And mall her ſelf-conſuming flames more ieh; 
Methinks ay” burns roo dim. 5 
Is this that ſprightly fire, 3 
Whoſe more an ſacred beams inſpire 5 
The raviſnt hearts of en. and ſo inflame defire ? 
2 * 
| Fee, Boy, how * unchrifry Go. 
Conſumes, how faſtſhe'wainsz 
She ſpends her ſelf, and her, whoſe wealth n maintains 
Her weak, her idle rays. W FT} 


Cannot thy Dire 
Which gave it Juſtre, make irlaſt! _ 0 faſt? 


What heart can long be pleas'd where pleaſure ſpends ſo | | 
3 \ 


Go, Wanton, place thy palefac'd light 
Where never-breaking day 
Intends to viſit morcals, or diſplay 
 . Thy ſullen ſhades of night: 
Thy torch will burn more clear 
In nights un- Titan d Hemiſphere; 
. Heay* ns ſcornful "ones and thine can never co appear. 
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In vain by buſi hands m_— 
Their labour to _—_ | 
Thy eaſie blaze within the Verge of day; 
The greater drowns the leſs! 
If Heav'ns bright glory ſhine, 
Thy glim'ripg ſparks muſt needs refhgn ; 
DO heay'ns par e heaven will work out thine 


Go, C upid” S rammiſh manor... oe 
Whoſe dull, whoſe low defi 
Can find ſafficient warmth from Natures fire, 
Spend borrow breath, and blow, 
Blow wind made ſtrong with ſpighr; 
When thou haſt puft the carer | 2 
Thy lefler ſpark may . warmt new- Ae nigh 


6 


Deluded Mortals, rel me on: 

Tour dating breath has blows | 

Heav'ns Taper out, and you have ſpent your own, 
What fire ſhall warm yqu then? 
Ah ſools, perpetual night 

Shall haunt your Souls wit 8008120 highs: 

Where they ſhall boil i in ues bur flames ſhall bring no 


(light, | 


s. AUGUST. 


Book 2. Emblemes. 67 
s. AUGUST. | 
The ſufficiency of my merit, is to know that my merit is 
not ſufficient, | | | 
„ G. Mor. 25. 
By how much the leſs man ſeeth himſelf, by ſo much the 
leſs he diſpleaſeth himſelf; and by how much the more he ſeeth 


the light of Grace, by ſo much the more he diſdaineth the 
light of nature, | | 3 5 


5 8. GRE "A Mor. 


The light of the underſtanding, humility tindleth, and 
pride cquereth. e * 


EPIG. 1. 
Thou blow'ſt heav'ns fire, the whilſt thou go'ſt about, 
Rebellious fool, in vain to blow it out, | 
Thy folly adds confuſion to thy death; | 
Heav'ns fire confounds, when fann'd with Follies breath. 
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A II. | nn ; : 

AS I + 5 Ran ho 
There is no end of all hi. labour, neither is 
his Eye ſatisfied with Riches, © 


How our wid'ned arms can over-ſtretch : k 
AJ) Their own dimenſions! How our hands can reach 
Beyond their diſtance ! How our 1 Rein, are 
Can ſhrink to be more full, and full poſſeſt ee 
Of this inferiour Orb? How earth reſin id 
Can cling to ſordid earth! How kind to kind! 
We gape, we graſp, we gripe, add ſtore to ſtore; 
Enough requires too much; too much craves more. 
We charge our ſouls ſo ſore beyond their ſtint, 
That we recoil or burſt: the buſte Mine. 
Of our laborious Fought . 
And coyning new deſires; deſires not knowing 20 
where next to pitch, but like the boundleſs Ocean * 
Gain, and gain ground, and grow more ſtrong by motion. 
The pale. facd Lady of the black ey d night : 
Firſt rips her horned brows with eaſie light, 
Whoſe curious train of ſpangled Nymphs attire 
Her next nights glory with. increaſing fire; 
Each Ev'ning adds more luſtre, and adorns 
The growing beauty of her graſping horns: 
She ſucks and draws her brother's golden ſtore, 
Until her glutred orb can ſuck no more, 
Ev'n ſo the Vulture of inſatiate minds 5 
Still wants, and wanting ſeeks, and ſeeking finds 
New fewel to increaſe her rav'nous fire, 
The grave is ſooner cloy'd than mens deſire: | 
We croſs the Seas, and midſt her waves we burn, 


Tranſporting lifes, perchance that ne'er return; 
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70 | Embleme t: 
We ſack, we fanſack to the utmoſt ſands 
Of native kingdonis, and of foreign lands; 
We travel Sea and Soil, we pry, we proul, 
We progreſs, and we prog from pole to pole; 
We ſpend our mid-day ſweat, our midnight oyl, 
We tire the night in thought, the day in toil: 


Cerdan Art ſervile, and tlie Trade genrile; * -- * 


et both corrupted with ingenious guile) TT 
To compaſs earth, and with her empty ſtore 
To fill our arms, and graſp one handful more; 
Thus ſeeking reſt, our labours never ceaſe, 
Bur as our years, our hot defires increaſe : 


Thus we, poor little Worlds! with blood and ſweat = 


In vain attempt to comprehend the great; 

Thus, in our gain become we gainful loſers, 

And what's enclos d, encloſes the encloſers, 

Now Reader cloſe chy book; and then adviſe; 
Be wifely worldly, be not worldly wiſe ; 

Let not thy nobler, thoughts be always raking 


The world's baſe dhnghil; vermin's took by taking: 


Take heed thou truſt not the deceirful lap 
Or ure Dafllab 5 The world's a Trap. 
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HUGO | de:anima, 


Tell me where be thoſe now, that ſo lately loved and hugg d 
the world ? Nothing remaineth f 8hem but duſt and worms; 
Obſerve what thoſe men were; what thoſe men are : They 
were like thee; they did eat, drink, laugh, and led 
days, and in a moment ſlipt into hell. Here their fleſh is 
food for worms, there their Souls are fewel for fire, till 
they ſhall be rejeyned in an unhappy fellowſhip, and caſt into 
eternal torments; where they that were once companions in 
ſin, ſhall be hereafter partners in puniſhment. ant 


* 


a? 0 1 E. P 1 G. 2. 
Lripe, Cupia, and gripe ſtill, until that wind, 
That's pent before, find ſecret vent behind: | 
and when th'aſt done, hark here, I tell thee whary 1 
before I'll cruſt thy armful, Ill truſt that, f 
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JOB 18. 8. 


He is caſt into a net by his own feet, aud 


walketh upon a ſnare. 


1 


flat? tiers and quiver too? What need there all 
Theſe ſly devices to betray poof men? 
Die they riof faſt enough when thouſands fall 
Before thy dart? What need theſe engines then? 
attend they not, and anſwer to thy call, 
Like nightly coveys where thou liſt and when? 


what needs a ſtratagem where ſtreagrh can ſway? 


Or what needs ſtrength compel, where none gainſay.? 


or what needs ſtraragem or ſtrength, where hearts obey? 


Hubband thy flights: It is bur vain to Waſte 

Honey on thoſe chat will be catch'd with gall; 
Thou'canſt'nor, ah! thou canſt not bid ſo faſt 

As men obey : Thou art more ſlow to cal! 
Than they to come; thou canſt not make ſuch haſt 
To ſtrike, as they being ſtruck make haſt to fall. 
Go fave thy nets for that rebellious Heart * 

That ſcorns thy pow'r, and has obtained the art 
Tavoid thy flying ſhaft, to quench thy firry dart. 


3 
Loſt mortal, how is thy deſtrution ſure, 


Between two bawds, and both without re norſe f : 
| Tx F Tha 
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The one's a line, the t other is a Lure; 
This to intice thy ſoul; chat to enforce : 
Way-laid by both, how canſt thou ſtand ſecure ? 
That draws; this wooes thee to th eternal curſe, 
O charming Tyrant, how haſt thou befool'd 
And ſlav'd poor man that would not if he could 
Avoid thy line, thy lure ; nay could nor if he would! 


Book 2, 


* 


Alas, thy ſweet perfidious voice betrays 
His wanton ears with thy Syrenian baits; - 
Tho wrap'ſt his eyes in miſts, then boldly lays 
Thy Lethal gins before their chryſtal gates; 
Thou lock'ſt up ev'ry ſenſe with thy falſe k 
All willing pris'ners to thy cloſe deceits: 
His ear moſt nimble, where it deaf ſhould be, 
His eye moſt blind, where moſt ir ought ro ſee — 
And when his hearr's moſt bound, then thinks himſel moſt 


2. 


Thou grand Impoſtor, how haſt thou obtain d 
The wardſhip of the world? Are all men turnd 
Ideots and Lunaticks? are all retain'd = 
Beneath thy ſervile bands? Is none return'd . 
To his 2 ſelf? Has none regain'd . 
His ſenſes? Are their ſenſes all adjourn'd ? 4 
What none diſmiſt thy Court? Will no plump fee 
Bribe thy falſe fiſts to make a glad decree, 2 
T' unfool whom thou haſt fool'd, and ſer thy er? 
TE: | ce? 


S. BERN 
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S. BE RN. in Ser. | 


1 In this world is much treachery, little truth ; here all 
things are traps; here every thing is beſet with ſnares, here 


ſouls are endangered, bodies are affliged; here all things 


f 


are vanity and vexation of ſpirit. 
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Nay, Cupid, pitch thy trammel, where thou pleaſe, 
Thou canfſt not fail to take ſuch fiſh as theſe? 

Thy thriving ſport will ne er be ſpent: no need 
N Tofear, when ev'ry cork's 7 world, chou lt ſpeed- 
18 | 1 a 
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n 


They ſhall be as the chaff that is driven with 
a whirlwind out of the floor, and as the 


ſmoke out of the Chiuney. 


Lint-hearted Stoicks, you; whoſe marble eyes 


Contemn a wrinkle, and whoſe ſouls deſpiſe 
To follow nature's too affected faſnion, 
Or travel in the Regent walk of Paſſion 3 
W hoſe rigid hearts diſdain to ſhrink at fears, 
Or play at faſt and looſe, with ſmiles and tears; 
Come, burſt your ſpleens with laughter to behold 
A new. found vanity, which days of odd 
Ne'er knew: a vanity, that has beſer 


« 


The world, and made more flaves than Mahoret : 74 


That has condemn'd us to the ſervile yoke 

Of ſlavery, and made us flaves to ſmoke. 

But ſtay; why tax I thus our modern times, 
For ne- born follies, and for new- born crimes: 
Are we ſole guilty, and the fiſt age free ? 

No, they were ſmok'd and ſlav'd as well as we: 


What's ſweet · lipt Honours blaſt, but ſmoke ? What's trea- 
But very ſmoke? And what more, ſmoke than picaſure 


Alas! they're all but ſnadows, fumes and blaſts, 
That vaniſhes, this fades, the other waſtes 

The reſtleſs Merchant, he that loves toſtcep 

His brains in wealth. and lays his ſoul to ſleep 
In bags of Bullion, ſees th' immortal crown, 


And fain would mount, but Ingors keep him down: 
He brags to. day, perchance. and begs to morrow ; 


He lent but now, wants _ now to borrow; = 


78 Emblemes. Book 2. 
Blow winds the treaſure's gone, the merchant's broke; 
A ſlave to filver's but a ſlave ro ſmoke. 

Behold che Glory-vying child of fame, 

That from deep wounds ſuck ſuch an honour'd name, 
Thar thinks no purchaſe worth the ſtile of good, 
But what is ſold for ſweat, and ſeaF'd with blood; 
That for a point, a blaſt of empty breath, 
Undaunred gazes in the face of death; * 
Whoſe dear bought bubble, filld with vain renown, 

Breaks with a phillip, or a Gen'rals frown : © 

His ſtroke-got Honour, ſtaggers with a ſtroke 

A ſlave to honour, is a ſlave to ſmoke. 

And chat fond fool who waſtes his idle days 

In looſe delights, and ſports about the blaze 

Of Cupid's Candle; he that daily ſpies 

Twin babies in his Miſtriſs Gemini cs, 

Whereto his ſad devotion does impart 

The ſweet burnt offering of a bleeding heart: 

See, how his wings are fing'd in Cyprian fire, 

Whoſe flames conſume with youth, in age expire: 

The World's a bubble, all the pleaſures in it, 

Like morning vapours vaniſh in a minute: 

The vapours vaniſh, and the bubble's broke; 

A ſlave to pleaſure, is a flave to ſmoke. 

Now, Stoick, ceaſe thy laughter, and repaſt 

Thy pickled cheeks with tears, and weep as faſt. 
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Into a looſeneſs once, take heed, it binds thee, 


That rich man is great, who thinketh not himſelf great, be- 
cauſe he is rich: the proud man (who is the poor man) braggeth 
outwardly, but beggeth inwardly : He is blown up, but not full. 

oo DO TL EAT © 

Vexat ion and anguiſh accompany riches and honour : the 
pomp of the world, and the favour of the people, are but 
ſmoke. and a blaſt ſuddenly vaniſhing : Which if they com. 
monly pleaſe, commonly bring repentance, and for a minute of 
jn, thy ring an ag forum, 
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| Cupid, thy diet's ſtrange ; Ir dulls, it rowzes, 
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PROV. 23.3, 


Wilt thou ſet thine eyes upon that which i 7s 
not ? for riches make themſelves wings, 
they flie 2 as an 8 


4 
* world, chou lyſt: thou . not lend 
I ] he leaſt delight: 
Thy favours cannot gain a Friend, 1 135 
They are ſo flight; n 

Thy morning. pteafures make an enn 

To pleaſe ar nighr: ws © 
Poor are the wants that thou ſupply'ſt: 5 
And yet thou vaunt'ſt, and yet thou vy t yh 


With Heayen; fond garn thou wa talſe N 


py 4 ORE 
Thy. babling rongue tells golden les 5 


Of endleſs treaſure; 1 
Thy bounty offers eaſie ſales 


Of laſting pleaſure; 5 
Thou ask'ſt the Conſcience what the ails, 


And ſwear'ſi to eaſe: her: 
There s none can want where thou ſupply'ſt 
There's none can give where thou den t. 


Alas, fond world thou boaſt ſt; falſe world thou ly a, 


; " "Ws 
i 


3 
W hat well adviſed ear regards 


What earth can fay? 
7 ny words are gold, bur thy rewards 
1 Are 1 clay; 


Ti 
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Thy cunning can but pack the cards 
Thou canſt not play: 


Thy game at weakeſt ſtill thou vy'ſt ; 
If ſeen, and then revy'd, deny'ſt ; 
Thou art not what & ſeem? : Falſe world, thou ye 


"7 ? 
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Thy tinſil baking ſcems a mint | 
Of new.coin'd treaſure, 
A Paradiſe, that has no ſtint, 
No change, no meaſure; 
A painted cask, but nothing int, 
Nor wealth, nor pleaſure; 
Vain earth! that falſly thus complyſt 
With man: Vain man, that thou rely ſt 
On earth: Vain man thou dot'ſt: Vain earth thou ly'ſt, | 


3 


n What mean dull fouls, in this high meaſure 
To haberdaſh 
In earths baſe wares, whoſe greateſt treaſure 
Is droſs and traſh? 
The height of whoſe inchanting pleaſure 
| Is but a flaſh ? 
Are theſe the goods that thou a 126 
Us mortals with? Are theſe the high'ſt? 
Can theſe bring cordial peace? ? fl my thou lyſt, 
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by. © 


PET 


Book 2, 


1 


| PET, BLES. 

The world is deceitful ;, her end is doubtful 3 Her concluſi- 
on is horrible, her Fudge is terrible; and her puniſhment 
is intolerable. os 1 
S. AUGUST. lib. Confeſl, 
© The vain-glory of this world is a deceitful ſweetneſs ,a fruit- 


leſs labour,a perpetual fear, a dangerous honour : Her begin- 
ning is without providence,and her end not without repentance, 
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World, th' art a Traytor ; thou haſt ſtampt thy baſe 
And chymick metal with great Cæſar's face, 

And with thy baſtard bullion thou haſt barter'd - 
For wares of price ; how juſtly drawn and quarter'd: 
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JOB 15. 31. 


Let not him that is deceived truſt in vanity, 
for vanity ſhall be his recompence. 


Rs os 
Eheve her not, her glaſs diffuſes 
Falſe portraitures: thou canſt eſpie 
No true refle&ion: She abuſes 
Her miſ-inform'd beholders eye; . 
Her Chryſtal's falſly ſteel'd : ir ſcatters 
bDeceitful beams. Believe her not, ſhe flatters. 


15 
This flaring mirrour repreſents 
No right proportion, view or feature: 
der very looks are complements; 
They make thee fairer, goodlier, greater, 
The skilful gloſs of her refle&ion- - 7 
Bur paints the Context of thy courſe complexion. 


Were thy dimenfion but a ſtride, _ 
Nay, wert thou ſtatur d bur a ſpan, 
duch as the long-bill'd troops defi d, 
A very fragment of a man? 3 
She'll make thee Mimas, which ye will, 
The Fove-ſlain Tyrant, or th Tonick hill. 


8 BE 
had ſurfeirs, or th'ungracious Star 
Conſpir d to make one common place a 


86 |  Bmblenies. Book 1. 


Of all deformities that are 
Within the volume of thy face, | 
Shed lend thee favour ſhould out- move 
The Troy-bane Helen, or the Queen of Love. 


2 - — 2 E 5 5 
Were thy conſum'd eſtate as poor 
As Lax rus or afflicted obs? . 
She'll change thy wants to ſeeming ſtore, 
And turn thy rags to purple robes ; <p 
She'll make thy hide-bound flank appear 
As plump as theirs chat feaſt it all the year. 
Look off, ler not thy Opticks be 
Abus d: thou ſeeſt not what thou ſhould'ſt : 
Thy ſelf's the object thou ſhould'ſt ſee, 
But tis thy ſhadow thou behold'ſt:: 
And ſhadows thrive the more in ſtature, 
The nearer we approach the light of nature. 
Where Heay'ns bright beams look more direct, 
The ſhadowſhrinks as they grow ſtronger. 
But when they ome their fair aſpet, 
The bold-fac'd ſhade grows larger, longer: 
And when their lamp begins to fall, 
Th increaſing ſhadows lengthen moſt of all. 


The ſoul that ſeeks the noon of grace, 
Shrinks in, bur ſwells if grace retreat, 
As heav'n lifts up, or veils his face, 
Our ſelf-eſteems grow leſs or great. 
The leaſt is greateſt, and who ſhall 
Appear the greateſt, are the leaſt of all. 


Hu O 


In 
Me 


HUGO lib. de anima. | 


In vain he lifteth up the eye of bis heart to behold his Cod, 
who is not firſt rightly adviſed to behold himſelf : Firſt, thou 
muſt ſee the viſible things of thy ſelf, before thou canſt be 
prepared to know the inviſible things of God; for if thou 
canſt not apprehend the things within thee, thou canſt not 
comprehend the things above thee : the beſt looking glaſs, 
wherein to ſee thy God, is perfectly to ſee thy ſolfe 


N i 
Be nor deceiv'd great Fool: there is no loſs 
In being ſmall; great bulks but ſwell with drofs. 
© vi} Man is Heav'ns Maſter-piece : if it appear 
3 01 More great, the value's leſs; if leſs, more dear. 
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Book 2. Zullemet. 89 
VII. 
| DEUTERONOMY 30. 19. 


7 have ſet before thee l. fe and death, , bleſſing 
| and mou bug, Ter- mY li fe, that thou 
3 1 | 


He world's a Floor, whoſe ſelling heaps dend 
The mingled wages of the Ploughmans toil z, 
The world's a heap, whoſe yet.unwinnow'd grain, - 
Is lodg'd.with chaff and buried i in her ſoil 
All things are mixt, the uſeful. wich the vain ; . 
The good with bad, the noble with the vile; 
' The world's an Ark, wherein thi s pure and * 


| Preſent their loſsful bea and gainful ot dan. 
contains 4 n 


* : 


This furniſh Ark peglans the 1 view 
Wich all. that eartk can give, or Heav'n can alt 
Here laſting; joys; here pleaſures hourly ne OY ha 
And hourly fading, may be wiſti d and. . EO 
All points of Honour, counterfeit and true 
Salute thy ſoul, and wealth th good and bad: 
Here maiſt thou open wide the two leay'd door 


Of al thy wiſhes, to receive that ſtore 
Which deingeempry maſt, does oven the more. 


. Corte 


4 


Where ev * e 1 


o 
£ . 
«4 - 


1 


Come then my ſoul, approach this royal Burſe, 
And ſee whar wares our great Exchange retains; 
Come, come; here's that ſhall make a firm divorce 
\ Berwixt thy wants and thee, if want complains ; 
No need to fit in council with thy purſe, 5 


Here's nothing good ſhall coſt more price chan pains; 


Bur O my foul take heed, if thou rely 
Upon thy faithleſs Opricks thou wilt buy 


Too blind a bargain : Know, fools only trade by th' eye. 


4 


The worldly wifdom of the fooliſh man 
Is like a fieve, that does alone retain 
The groſſer ſubſtance of che worthleſs bran : 


Bur thou, my ſoul, ter thy brave thoughts diſdain 
So courſe a purchaſe, O be thou a fan | | 


To purge the chaffand keep the winnow'd grain : 
Make clean thy thoughts, and dreſs thy mixt deſires 
' Thou art Heav'ns tasker; and thy God requires, 
The Pureſt of thy flour, as well as of thy fires. 


3 


% 


Let grace conduct thee to the paths of peace, 


And wiſdom bleſs the fouls unblemiſh'd ways, 
No matter then, how ſhort or long's the leaſe, 
Whoſe dare determines thy ſelf. numbred days: 
No need to care, for wealth's or fame's increaſe, 
Nor Mars his Palm, nor high Apolo's Bays. 
Lord, if thy gracious bounty pleaſe to fill 
The floor of my defires, and teach me skill 


To dreſs and chuſe the corn, take thoſe the chaff that will 


S. AUGUST, 


 Emblemer. Bock 2. 


s. AUGUST, b. 1. de doct. Chriſti, 


Temporal things more raviſh i in the expefation than in frui- 
tion : But things eternal more in the fruition than expe ctation. 


Ibidem. 


The life of man it the middle between Angels and Beaſts : 
if man takes pleaſure in carnal things, he is compared to 


| beaſts { but if he — in [| Free things, he is Je with 
Angels. | 
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Art thou a child > Thou wilt not chen be ſed, 
Bur like a child, and with che childrens bread : 
But thou art fed with chaff, or corn undreſt: 
5 My ſoul thou ſavour ſt too 2 of the beaſt. 
2 


\ 


VV" ; 


WQ\) 


- E 
722 
* as 
2 


- 4 8 
; r 1 2 * 
- . 25 . 
— N W 7 
- * — = , 
» *£ - 7 _ 
- — 9 * 4 22 5 2 
- RED - bo 24 K | 
* * l = * = 
*. 2 _ * 
\ * ; «> p — 
- - 
a 6 N — * 
4 p — 
* >» 5 
, « * 


| Hero anmantpueros cymbalzat ilarros 


Bock 2. Embleme. 93 
S 


& = — — — 2 — - _ = to — — ä — — = hap 
r 
— — = — — cv 3 — — — 
— — 2 D va. * — * - 
4 
Ar — als in - 


They mind earthly things, but our converſq- 
tion is in Heaven, 


XN meansthispeeviſh bake? Whiſh lullaby» 

en. t means this peeviſh bahe? Whi aby» 

What ails m a ?, What ails my babe — 

Will nothing ſtill it? Will ir neither be (cry? 
Pleas'd with the nurſes breaſt, nor mothers knee? * 
What ails my bird? What moves my froward boy 
To make ſuch whimp'ring faces? Peace, my joy: 
Will nothing do? Come, come this pertiſh brat, 
Thus cry and brawl, and cannot tell for what? 

come buſs and friends, my lamb; -whiſh lullaby, 
what ails my babe? What ails my babe to cry? 
Peace, peace my dear; alas thy early years 

Had never faults to merit half theſe tears 

Come ſinile upon me: Let thy mother ſpie 

Thy fathers image in her babies eye 

Husband theſe guilry drops againſt thee rage 

Of harder fortunes, and the gripes of ag 

Thine eye's not ripe for tears: Whiſh lullaby; 

What ails my babe, me ſweet fac'd babe to cry? 

Look, look, what's here! A dainty golden thing: 

dee how the dancing bells turn round and ring 

To pleaſe my bantling ! Here's a knack will , Ne 

an hundred kiſſes: Here's a knack indeed, 
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E 
So, now my bird is white, and looks as fair | 
As Pelops ſhoulder, or like a mil k- white pair: 
Heres right the father's ſmile ; when Mars beguitd 
Sick Venus ot her heart, juſt thus he ſmil'd. 
IN — | . 
Divine Cupid. * 
gi 


Well may they ſmile alike ; thy baſe-bred boy 
And his baſe te had both one cauſe, a toy: 
How well their ſubjects and their ſmiles agree? 
Thy Cupid finds a toy, and Mars found thee: 
Falſe Queen of beauty, Queen of falſe delights, fu 
Thy knee preſents an Embleme, that invites 

Man to himſelf, whoſe ſelf tranſported heart i 
(Oe'r-whelm'd with native ſorrows, and the ſmart 
Ot purchas'd griefs) lies whining night and day, 

Not knowing why, till heavy-heeFd delay, 

The dull-brow'd Pander of deſpair, lays by 

His leaden buskings, and preſents his eye 

Wich antiek rrifles, which th' indulgent karth 
Makes proper objects of mans childiſh mirth. 

Theſe be the coyn that paſs, the ſweets that pleaſe; 
There's nothing good, there's nothing great but theſe; 
Theſe be the pipes that baſe born minds dance after, * fl. 
And turn immod'rate tears to laviſh laughter; 
Whilſt Heav'nly raptures paſs: without regard; 
Their ſtrings are harſh and their high ſtrains unheard : 
The ploughmans whiſtle or the trivial flute 
Find more reſpe@ than great Apolſo's lute: 

We'll look to Heav'n, and truſt to higher joys; 
Let ſwine love husks, and children whine for toys, 


S. BERN. 


Book 2. Embleme t. 


nn 


That is the t rue and chief joy which ic not conceived from the 


N creature, but received fromthe Creator, which being once poſſeſt 


thereof) none can take from thee: Whereto all pleaſure being 


compared is torment, all joy is grief, ſweet things are bitter, all 
zlory is baſeneſs, and all delectable things are deſpicable. 


S. BE RN. 


Joy ing changeable ſubje# muſt neceſſarily change un the 
ſubje changeth. © n 
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EPIG, 8. 


Peace, childiſh Cupid, peace: thy finger d eye 
But cries for what, in time, will make thee crys 
But are thy peeviſh wranglings thus appeas d? 
Well mayeſt thou cxy, * art ſo poorly pleas d. 
| | 3 | | 
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18AIAH 10. 3. 


Whet mill ne 46 inthe dy of your We- 


tion? to  iokem will ye flie for help e _ 
"_ will ks Ore Jour glory oy 


* > * 
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1 
b chis that jolly God, whoſe Cyprian bow 
Has ſhor ſo many flaming darts, 
And made ſo many wounded Beauties go 
ily perplex'd with whimp'ring heart? 
Is this that Sov'reign Diery that brings * . 
TheQlaviſh world in awe, and ſtings. (kings 2 
The a fouls of "POND and d flops 1 the . of 


5 


1 4 
„ 
* % he * » 


| M5 | 
What Circean charm, what Hecarean ſpight _ 
0 Has thus abus d the Oo * 9 78 85 . 
reat Fove Was vanqui y his greater mi . 
(Ant * is ſtronger arm d than J, © © 
Or has our luſtful god perform d a Rape, 
And (fearing Argus eyes) would ſcape? 8 
The view of Jealous carth, in this prodigious ſhaps, 


3 
Where be choſe ok cheeks, that lately ſcorn 4 
The malice of injurious Fares ? 
Ah, where's that pearl Percullis that adorn'd 
Thoſe dainty two-leav d Ruby gates? 
Where be thoſe killing eyes chat ſo controll d 
The world? And locks that did infold | 
pre: oft of flaming wires like curls of burnifii'd Po ? 
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Book 2. | 
| | | 4 

No, no twas neither Hecatean ſpite, 
Nor charm below, nor pow'r above; 8 
Twas neither Circe's ſpell, nor ſtygian ſp'rite 5 
That thus trans formd our God of Love, | 0h 
was owl-ey'd Luft (more potent far than they) 4 
Whhoſe eyes and ations hare the day: . 


Whom all the world obſerve, whom all the world obey, re 


| ; 3 
See how the latter Trumpets dreadful blaſt . 
Affrights ſtout Mars his trembling ſon ! 
See, how he ſtartles! how he ſtands agaſt, 
And ſcrambles from his melting Throne! 
Hark how the direful hand of vengeance tears 
Ihe ſwelt ring clouds, whilſt Heav'n appears 
A circle fill'd with flame, and centred with his fears. 
| 6 3 
This is that day, whoſe oft report hath worn 
Negle&ed tongues of Prophets bare; 
The faithleſs ſubje& of the worldlings ſcorn, 
The ſum of Men and Angels pray'r: 3 
This, this the day, whoſe All-diſcerning light 
. Ranſacks the ſecret dens of night, 
And ſevers good from bad ; true joys from falfe delight, 


You grov'ling worldlings, you, whoſe wiſdom trades 
Where light ne'er ſhot his golden ray, 
That hide your actions in Cimmerian ſhades, 
How will your eyes endure this daß? _ 
Hills will be deaf, and mountains will not hear; 
here be no caves, no corners there, (fear. Wha 
To ſhade your ſouls from fire, to ſhield your hearts from WF Thy 
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HUGO. 


oO the extreme loathſomneſs of fleſhly luſt, which not on- 
ly effeminates the mind, but ener ves the body; which not 
only diſtaineth the ſoul, but diſguiſeth the perſon" It is 
uſhered with fury and wantonneſs; it is accompanied with 
filthineſs and uncleanneſs ; and it is followed with grief and 
repentance. W | | 5 


E PI G. 9. 
r What? ſweet fac'd Cupid, has thy baſtard-rreaſure, 
m Thy boaſted honours and thy bold-fac'd pleaſure 
Perplex'd thee now? I told thee long ago, 
To what they'd bring thee, feol, To wit; to woe. 


4 

N 
[ : 

= 

eo 
1 
| 
| 
| 
11 
; 
1 

F 

i 
4 

"x 
1 

U 

4 
+ 
z 


"IL. 


2 


— 


161 Aan uu eee ene eee ll 


'. 160 


5 * 


int ': mane l ho 


8 


. 


ä — ̃ 
3 
NAH UM 2. 4 
She is empty, and void, and w ofte: 


1 


gi 8 empty: hark, ſhe ſounds, there's nothing there - 
Braut noiſe to fil thy ear; | 
Thy vain enquiry can at length but find 
A blaſt of murm ring wind: 
It is a cask, that ſeems as full, as fair, 1 
53 meerly runn'd with air; | 
Fond youth, go build thy hopes on better grounds : 
. The ſoul that vainly founds. 
Her 9 5 otra this work bur feeds o on TP founds, | 


She's empty : hark, ſhe ſounds : there's ana in r. 
The f park-ingendring flint 
Shall fooner melt, and hardeſt raunce ſhall firſt 
Diſſolve and quench thy thirſt, 
Ere this falſe world ſhall ſtill thy ſtormy breaſt | 
With ſmoorh-fac'd — of wy : 
Thou may't as well expect Meridian light 
From ſhades of black · mouth d night, 
as in this empty world to find a full delight. $5 


She's 


102 
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Wr hark, ſne ſounds; tis void and vaſt; 
| What if ſome flatt ring blaſt 
Of flatuous honour ſhould perchance be there, 

And whifper in thine ear? 
It is but wind, and blows but where ir liſt, 

And vaniſherh like a miſt. 
Poor honour earth can give! What gen'rous mind 

| Would be ſo baſe to bind 


Her Heav'n | bref ſoul a ſlave to ſerve a blaſt of wind? . 


0 
She's empty: hark, ſhe ſounds: tis but a ball 


For fools to play withall: 
The painted film bur of a ſtronger bubble, 


Thar's lin'd with filken trouble : 
It is a world, whoſe work and recreation 


Is vanity and vexation 


A Hag, repair d with vice complexion paint, 
A queſt houſe of complaint; 
It is a faint, a fiend, worſe fiend, when moſt a faint. 


3 


She's empey : wk, ſhe ſounds : tis vain and void, 
What's here to be enjoy d 
But grief and ſickneſs, and large bills of ſorrow, 


Drawn now, and croſs'd to morrow! 


Or what are men, but puffs of dying breath, 
Reviv'd with living _ a 
Fond lad, O build thy hopes on ſurer 22 
Than what dull fleſh propounds: 


Truſt not this hollow world, ſhe's empty; hark, ſne ſounds 
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Book 2  FEmblemes. 103 
S. CHR Vs. in Ep. ad Heb. 


Contemnriches, and thou ſhalt be rich; contemn glory and 
thou ſhalt be glorious ; contemn injuries, and thou ſhalt be & 
conqueror 3- contemn reſt, and thou ſhalt gain reſt; contemn 
earth and thou ſhalt find Heaven. 1 | 


— 


HUGO lib, de Vanit. mundi. 


The world is 4 vanity which affordeth neither beauty to 
the amorous, mY reward to the laborious, nor encouragement 
to the induſtrious. g K 


2 EPIG. 10. 

This Houſe is to be let for life or years; 

Her rent is ſorrow, and her Income tears: 5 
Cupid, t has long ſtood void; her bills make known, _ 
I the muſt be dearly let, or let alone. : 
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Narrow is the way that leadeth unto liſe, 
and few there be that find it. 
| hor? 3 it ; | 
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 DRepoſt'rous fool, thou troul'ſt amiſs; 
1 Thou err'ſt ; that's nor the way, tis this: 
Thy hopes inſtructed by thine eye, - 
Make thee appear more near than I 
My floor is not ſo flat, ſo fine, Ks 


4 £ - 


And has more obvious rubs than thine: | _ 
'Tis true my way is hard and ftrair,  _ 
And leads me through a thorny gate: 
Whoſe rankling pricks are ſharp and fell; 

The Common way to Heav'n's by hell: 

'Tis true; thy path is ſhort and fair, 

And free from rubs: Ah, fool, beware, 

The ſaf'ſt road's not always ev'n; ' 

The way to Hell's a ſeeming Heav'n : 

Think'ft thou the Crown of Glory's had 

With idle eaſe, fond Cyprian lad ? eh 
Think'ſt thou, that mirth, and vain delights, 
High feed, and ſhadow-ſhortning nights, 

Soft knees, full bags and beds of down, 
Are proper prologues ro a Crown ? 

Or canſt thou hope to come and view. 


The bond ſlave Uſurer will trudge, 
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| 
9 
Like proſperous Ceſar, and ſubdue 1 | 


In ſpight of Gouts will turn a drudge, 1 

And ferve his ſoul- condemning purſe, | | 

T increaſe it wich the widows curſe; 
| H And 


K — * - thn ———— — — — — — 
DET — — —_ < 2 4 - — 
„ —— — 1 2 8 os — 2 
y * - —— —— — — — 
— ! -- " Sy WE_ME £6. 1># 2” £45 Dt 


- 


106 Emblemes . 
And ſhall the crown of glory ſtand 
Not worth the waving of an hand? 
The fleſhly wanton to obtain 

His minute-luſt, will count it gain 

To loſe his freedom, his eſtate, 

Upon ſo dear, ſs ſweet a rate; a 
Shall pleaſures thus be priz'd, and muſt 
Heav'ns Palm be cheaper than a luſt? 
The true. bred ſpark, to hoiſe his name 
Upon the waxen wings of fame, © 
Will fight undaunted in a flood 


That's rais d with brackiſh drops and blood 


And ſnall the promis d crown of life 
Be thought a roy, not worth a ſtrife ? 
An eafie good brings eafie gains; 


Bur things of price are bought with pains : 


The pleafing way is not the right: 
He that would conquer Heay'n muſt fight. 


J 


Book 2, 


S. HIER O N. in Ep. 


No labour is hard, no time is long, wherein the glory of 
Eternity is the mark we level at. 


S. GR E G. lib, 8. Mor. 


The valour of a juſt man is to conquer the fleſh, to contra- 
dit his own will, to quench the delights of this preſent life, 
to endure and love the miſeries of this world for the reward 
of a better, to contemn the flatteries of proſperity,and inward- 
h to overcome the fears of adverſity. 


| EPIG. It. | 
O Cupid, if thy ſmoother way were right, 
Iſhould miſtruſt this Crown were counterfeit : 
The way's not eaſie where the Prize is great: 


hope no virtues, where I ſmell no ſwear. 
FE 
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5. XII. 

GAL Ar. 6. 14. 8 

God forbid that [ frould glory, ſave i in the 


Croſs. 
1 


$a nothing ſettle my uncertain breaſt, 
And fix my rambling love? 
Can my affections find out not hing be 
Burt ſtill afk still beer 
Has earth no mercy? will no Ark of reſt 
Receive my reſtlefs Dove? 
s there no good, than which there's nothing higher, 
To bleſs my full defire | 
With joys that never change; with} Joys a ne or 


* 9 


7 2 2 a a 1 * * 


| wanted ea and at my dear re equeſt, 
Earth lent a que ſupply ; 
| wanted mirth to charm my ſullen | 
And who more brisk than 12 2 
[ wanted fame to glorifie the reſt; 
My fame flew eagle-high : 
My joy not fully ripe, but all decay d; 
Wealth vaniſh'a' like 2 ſhade, 
1 mirth began to flag, my fame began ro fade, 


uy 


The worlds an Ocean hurried to-and fro 
YT; with ev'ry blaſt of paſſion ; | 
=. 125 Her 
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110 Emblemes. Book 2, l 
Her luſtful ſtreams, when either ebb or flow, | 
| * Are tides of mans vexation : : 
They alter daily, and they daily grow 
The worſe by alteration : 
The earth's a cask full runn' d, yet _— meaſure; 
Her precious wine 1s pleaſure; 
Het * is honours puff; her lees are worldly treaſure, 


4 

My truſt is in the Croſs : let beauty flag 

Her looſe, her wanton fail ; 
Let count nauce- guild ing honour ceaſe to - A 

In courtly terms, and vail; 
Let ditch-bred wealth henceforth forget to wa 
Her baſe, though golden tail; 

Falſe beauties conqueſt, is but real loſs, 


ſt 
And wealth but golden droſs; 
Beſt honours but a Laſt: my truſt is in the Croft. 


4 


My truſt is in the croſs : There lies my reſt : 
My faſt, my ſole 1 | 
Let cold. mouth'd Boten, or the hot mouth'd Faſt 
Blow till they burſt with ſpight; 
Ler earth and Hell conſpire their worſt, their beſt, 
And joyn their twiſted might ; 
Let ſhowrs of chunder-bolts dart down and wound me 


And troops of fiends ſurround me, 
All this may well confront ; all this ſhall ne er confound 
| | (ine, 
11 
1. 
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s. AUGUST. 


Chriſt's Croſs is the Chriſcroſs of all our happineſs : It deli- 
vers us from all blinane(s of errir, and enriches our darkneſs 
with light; it reſtoreth the troubled ſoul to reſt; It bringeth 
ſtrangers to Gods acquaintance : It maketh remote foreigners 
near neighbours ; it cutteth off diſcord; concludeth a league 
if everlaſting peace; and is the bounteous author of all good. 


S. BE RN. in Ser. de Reſur, 
We find glory in the Croſs; to us that are ſaved, it is the 
dawer of God, and the fulneſs of all verfues, 
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EPIG. | 12. 
I follow id reſt; reſt fled and ſoon forſook me, 
I ran from grief; grief ran and overtook me. 
What ſhall I do? leſt I be roo much toſt 
On worldly croſſes, Lord, let me be croſt, 
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PROV. 26, 17. 


As a dog returneth to his vomit, fo 4 fool 
returgeth to his folly. 


Jam wounded ! and my wounds do chi 
Beyond my patience or great Chiron's art; 
= I yield rhe day, the Palm is thine; 
Thy bow's more true; thy ſhaft's more fierce than mine. 
Hold, hold, O hold chy.conqu'ring hand. What need 
To ſend more darts? the firſt has done the deed ;. 
oft have we ſtruggled, when our equal arm 
Shot equal ſhafts, inflicted equal hams; 258 4 | 
But this exceeds, and with her flaming, head, 
Twy-fork d with death, has ſtruck my conſcience tea 
Bur muſt I die? Ah me! if that were all, 
Then, then Id ſtroke my bleeding wounds, and call 
This dart a cordial, and with joy endure | 
Theſe harſh ingredients, where my gricf's my cure. 
But ſomething whiſpers in my dying ear, 
There is an after-day; which day I fear. 
The ſlender debt to Nature's quickly paid, 
Diſcharg d perchance with greater eaſè than "made; 
But if that pale-fac'd Sergeant make arreſt, 
Ten thouſand actions would (whereof the leaſt 
Is more than all this lower world can bail) | 
Beentred, 'and condemn me to the Jail 2 
0 Stygian darkneſs, bound in red hot chains, 
And grip'd with rortures worſe than Tirian pains, 
Farewel my vain, farewel my looſe delights; 


Farewel my rambling days, my rev'ling nights; ; 
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*Twas you betay'd me firſt, and when ye found 
My ſoul advantage, gave my ſoul the wound: 
Farewel my bullion gods, whoſe ſovereign looks | 
So often carch'd me with their golden hooks : ſet 
Go ſeek another ſlave; ye muſt all go; 
I cannot ſerve my God and Bullion too, 
Farewell falſe honour ; you whoſe airy wings 
Did mount my ſoul above the thrones of Kings; 
Then flatter d me, took pet and in diſdain, _ 
+ Nipt my green buds; then kick d me down again: 1 
Farewell my bow; farewel my Cyprian Quiver; the 
Farewel dear world, farewel dear world for ever. 
O, bur this moſt delicious world, how ſweee © 
ler pleaſures reliſh! Ah! How jumpt they meer 
The graſping ſoul, and with their ſprightly fire, 
Revive and raiſe, and rowze the wrapt deſire 1 
Forever? O, to part ſo long? what? never 
Meet more? another year, and then for ever: 
Too quick reſolves do reſolution wrong; F 
What, part ſo ſoon, to be divorc'd fo long? 
Things to be done are long to be debated; 
Heav'n is not decay'd. Repentance is not dated, 


s. AuG us A*. 


S. AUGUST, lib. de util, agen. pœn. 


Go up my ſoul into the tribunal of thy Conſcience : there 
ſet thy guilty ſelf before thy ſelf : Hide not thy ſelf behind 
thy ſelf, left God bring thee forth before thy ſelf. 


S. AUGUST. in Soliloq. 
In vain is that waſhing, where the next fin defileth + He 


hath ill repented, whoſe fins are repeated: that ſtomach i: 


the worſe for vomiting, that licketh up bis vomit. 
ANSELM. --* 


bo 


God hath promiſed pardon to him that repenteth, but he 


hath not promiſed repentance to him that ſinneth. 
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5 | EPIG. 13. 
brain-wounded Cupid, had this haſty dart, 
as it has prick'd thy fancy, pierc'd thy heart, 


Thad been thy friend: O how hath it deceiv'd thee! 


1 for had this dart but kill'd, this dar £ had ſav d thee. 
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XIV. 

PRO V. 24. 16, 

4 juſt man falleth ſeven times, * riſeth up 


again but the wicked ſhall fal into OP 


1 


Is but a foil at beſt, and that's 8 moſt 
FPoour skill can boaſt: 
My ſlipp ry. footing fail'd me; and you tript 
uſt as 1 llipt: 8 
My wanton weakneſs did her ſelf betray 
With too much play : 
I was too bold, He never yet ſtood ſure: 
Thar ſtands ſecure : 
Who ever truſted to his native — 
Bur fell ar length? 
The title's craz d, the tenure is not 
Tha t claims by thi evidence of fleſh * blood. 


2 


Boaſt not thy kill, the righteous man falls oſt, 
18 Yer falls but ſoft: 8 
There may be dirt to mire him, but no ſtones 
To cruſh his bones: 
Whar if he ſtaggers ? ? Nay, put caſe he be 
| Foil'd on his knee ? 
That very knee will bend to Heav n, and woo 
For mercy too. 


Falls to'r agen; 
whereas the leaden hearted coward lies, 
and yields his —_ life, © or craven'd dies, 


{ 


The rrue-bred Gameſter ups a freſh, and 2 | 


117 


Boaſt 
8 


7 


11 8 | Emblemes. at Book 2, 


<< 1M 


Boaſt not thy Conqueſt; thon that ev'ry hour 
Fallſt ten times lower, 

Nay, haſt not pow'r to riſe, if not, in caſe, 
To fall more baſe: 5 

Thou wallowR where I flip; and thou doſt rumble, 
Where I bur ſtumble: | 

Thou glory'ſt in thy ſlav'ri . dirty badges, 
And fall'ſt for wages: 

Sowre grief and ſad repentance ſcowrs and clears 
My ſtains with tears: 

Thy falling keeps x falling ſtill in ure; 

Bur when I ſp, I ſtand the more ſecure 


5 


Lord, IR a nothing i is this little ſpa n, 

We call a Man! 
What fenny traſh mainrains the ſmorh'ring fires 

Oft his deſires! : 

How ſlight and ſhort are his reſolves at longeſt 

How weak at ſtrongeſt! 

O if a ſinner held by that faſt hand, 
; Can hardly ſtand, | 
Good God! in hat a deſp'rare caſe are they? 
That have no ſtay! + 

Man's ſtate implies a neceſſary curſe; ' _ (worſe, 
When not himſelf, he's mad; when moſt himſelf, he's 


5 
bras 
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1 AMB ROS. in Ser, ad vincula, 


pet er flood more firmly after he had lamented his fall than | 
_ he fell. Inſomuch that he found more grace than he 
loſt grace. | 


S. CHRIS. in Ep. ad Heliod. monach. 


It is no ſuch hainous matter to fall afflicted, as being down 
to lie de jected. It is no danger for a Souldier to receive 4 
wound in battle, but after the wound received, through de- | 
ſpair of recovery to refuſe a remedy; for we often ſee wound- [ 
ed Champions wear the palm at laft, and after, fight crowned - 1 
with victory. 0. _ | 


ſe. 
* 


E PIG. 14. 


Triumph not, Cupid, his miſchance doth ſhor 
8. Thy trade; doth once, what thou doſt always do: 

Brag not too ſoon: has thy prevailing han | 

Foil'd him? Ah fool, th' haſt taught him how toſtand.- 
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[ will put fray . their lie, that they 
 Jhal / 2 depart from mie. 


00, now the Souls ſublim d ʒ hee ſower deſires . i 
Are recalcin'd in heaven's well remp'red fires : | - 
The heart reſtor'd and purg'd from droffie nature, 
Now finds the freedom of a new. born creature: 

It lives another life, ir breaths new breath; 

It neither fears nor feels the ſting of death: 

Like as the idle vagrant (having none) 

Thar boldly dopts each Houſe he views, his own; 7 
Makes ev'ry purſe his chequer; and at pleaſure, 
Walks forth and taxes all the world like Ceſar; 

at length by virtue of a juſt command, 

His ſides are lent to a ſeverer hand 

Whereon his Paſz, not fully underſtood, 

ls raxed in a manuſcript of blood; , 
Thus paſt from rown to rown ; until he come 

A ſore repent ant to his native home: | 
Ev'n fo the rambling heart, char idly roves : 
From crimes to ſin, and uncontrol'd removes 
From luſt to luſt, when wanton fleſh invites 

From old-worn pleaſin es to new choice nga 
Ar length e by the filial rod 

Of his offended (but his gracious God) 

And laſh'd from fins to ſighs; and by degrees, 
From fighs to vows, from vows to bended knees; 
From bended knees to a true penſive breſt; 

. thence to torments not by 2 expreſt, 


7 KReturns; 


122 FEmblews. Book 2. 
Returns; (and from his finful ſelf exil'd) | 


Finds a glad father, he a welcome child : - 


O then it lives; O then it lives involy'd 

In ſecret raptures; pants to be diffoly'd : 

The royal Off-ſpring of a ſecond Birth 

Sets ope to Heav'n, and ſhuts the door to earth: 

If love-fick Fove commanded clouds ſhould hap 
To rain ſuch ſhow'rs as quiekned Danae's lap: 

Or Dogs (far kinder than their purple maſter) 


Should lick his ſores, he laughs, nor weeps the faſter. | 


If earth (Heav'ns rival) dart her idle ray; 

To Heav'n, tis wax, and to the world, tis clay: 
If earth preſent delights, ir feorns to draw, 
Bur like rhe jet unrub'd, diſdains that ſtraw 

No hope deceives it, and no doubt divides it; 

No grief diſturbs it; and no error guides it; 
No — condemns it, and no folly ſhames it; 
No floth beſots it; and no laſt enchtalls it; 

No ſcorn afflicts it, and no paſſion galls it: 


It is a cark net of immortal life; , 


An Ark of peace; the liſts of ſacred ſtrife ; 

A purer piece of endleſs tranfitory ; 

A ſhrine of Grice, a little throne of Glory : 
A Heav'n born Off-ſpring of a new-bogn birth; 

An earthly Heay'n ; an ounce of Heav'nly earth. 
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s. AUGUST. de Spir. & Anima. 


O happy heart, where piety affecteth, where humility ſub. 
jeas, where repentance correcteth, where obedience direteth, | 
where perſeverance perfecteth, where power protefieth, where *' || 
devotion projecketh, where charity conneFeth, F 


S GR E G. 


Which way ſoever the heart turneth it ſelf (if carefully 
It ſhall commonly ober ve, that in thoſe very things we loſe 
God, in thoſe very things we ſhall find God: It ſhall find the 
beat of his power in conſideration of thoſe things, in the love 
of which things he was moſt cold, and by what things it fell, 


perverted; by thoſe things it # raiſed; converted. 


** : ' 
E 


3 


* — — A 
. 


FC eee e od 
- * 22 — - —— ie £ 5 


id * 3 
C p A Oo 1 os 


d x 8 3 EPpIG. 15. ö f 

My heart! But wherefore do I call thee ſo? 

I have renounc'd my int'reſt long ago: 

When thou wer't falſe and fleſhly,” I was thine ; 

Mine wert thou never, till you wert not mine. 
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THIRD BOOK. 


Ihe Entertainment. 


LL you whoſe better thoughts are newly born, 
A And (rebaptiz d with holy fire) can ſcorn _ 
The worlds baſe traſn, whoſe necks diſdain to bear 
Th' imperious yoke of Satan; whoſe chaſt ear 
No wanton Songs of Syrens can ſurprize  _ 
With falfe delight; whoſe more than Eagle-eyes 
Can view the glorious flames of gold, and gaze 
On glitt'ring beams of honour, and nor daze; 
Whoſe ſouls can ſpurn at pleaſure, and deny _ 
The looſe ſuggeſtions of the fleſh, draw nigh; 

And you whoſe am'rous, whoſe ſelect 2 

Would feel the warmth of thoſe tranſcendent fires, 
Which (like the riſing Sun) put out the light - 
Of Venus ſtar, and turn her day to night; 


\ 


You that would love, and have your: paſſions crown'd 
With greater happineſs, than can be found | 

In your own wiſhes; you that would affect 
Where neither ſcorn, nor guile, nor diſreſpett 
Shall wound your tortur'd ſouls ;- that would enjoy, 
Where neither want can pinch, nor fulneſs cloy, 
Nor double doubt afflits, nor baſer fear 

Unflames your courage in purfuir, draw near, 

Shake hands with earth, and let your ſoul reſpect 
Her joys no further, than her joys reflect 

Upon her makers glory; if thou ſwim 

In wealth ſee him in all; ſee all in him: 
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126 Emblemes. Book 3, 
Sink'ſt thou in want, and is thy ſmall cruiſe ſpent ? 

See him in want: enjoy him in content: | | 
Conceiv'ſt him lodg'd in Croſs, or loſt in Pain? 

In Pray'r and Patience find him oug again: 

Make Heav'n thy Miſtriſs, let no change remove 

Thy loyal heart, be fond, be ſick of love: 

What if he ſtop his ear, or knit his brow ? 

At length he'll be as fond, as fick as thou: 

Dart up thy ſoul in groans: Thy ſecret groan 

Shall pierce his ear, ſhall pierce his ear alone: 

Dart up thy ſoul in vows: Thy ſacred vow _ 

Shall find him our, where Heav'n alone ſhall know: 
Dart up thy ſoul in fighs; Thy whiſp'ring figh 

Shall rouze his ears, and fear no liſtner nigh : 

Send up thy groans, thy ſighs, thy cloſet-yow ; 
There's none, there's none ſhallknow but Heav'n and thou 
Groans freſh'd with vows,and yows made ſalt with tears, 
Unſcale his eyes, and ſcale his conquer'd ears: 
Shoot up the'boſome-ſhafrs of chy defire, 
Feather'd with faith, and double-fork'd with . 
And they will hit: Fear not, 'where Heav'n bids come: 
Heav'n's never deaf, bur when man's heart is dumb. 
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1 8 A I AH 26, 6. 
3 Soul bath defired thee i in le might. 


Ood God?. tick 5 Lakhs doth d 
My groping ſoul! how are my ſenfes bound 

In utter ſhades : and muffled from rhe light, | 

Lurk in the bofom of eternal night? 4 

The bold-fac'd Lampof Heav'n tan ſer and nk, 

And with his morning'glory fill the eyes | 
Of gazing mortals; his viftorious ray © 8 

Can chaſe the ſhadows and reſtore the day: 

Nights baſhful Empreſs, chough ſne often wain, 

As oft repents her darkneſs, primes again; 5 

And with her circling horns doch re- embrace 

Her brothers wealth, and orbs her filver face. . 

But ah, my Sun deep ſwallow'd in his fall, 

Is ſer and cannot ſhine, nor riſe at all: +14: Fr 
Ny banktugk wain can beg nor 3 light; . TED 

Alas, my darkneſs is perpetual night, 2 

Falls 4 their riſings, wainings have their primes, 

And deſp'rate forrows wait their better times: 

Ebbs have their Floods, and Aurumns have their Springs ; 

All States have changes harried with the wigs : 

Of Chance and Time, till riding to and fro: 8 

Terreſtrial bod ies, and celeſtial too. 

How often have I vainly gr op'd about, 

With length'ned arms to find a paſſage out, 

That I might carch thoſe beams mine eye deſires, 

And bathe my ſoul in thoſe celeſtial fires? 

Like as the haggard, ploiſtered in her mew, 

To ſcowre her un robes, and to renew 


Her 


130 Emblemes; Book 3, 
Her broken flags, preparing t overlook 5 
The tim rous Mallard at the fliding brook, 
8 gets oft from perch to perch; from ſtock to ground, 
From ground to window, thus ſurveying round © 
Her Dovebefeather'd Priſon, till at length 
(Calling her noble birth to mind, and ſtrength 
Whereto her wing was born) her ragged van. | 
Nipps off her janglipg jeſſes, ſtrives to break 
Her gingling fetters, and begins ro bate 
At ev'ry glimpſe, and darts at ev'ry grate : 
Ev'n ſo my weary ſoul, that __ bin 
An inmate in this Tenement of fin, 
Lock d up by cloud-brow'd Error, which invites 
My cloiſtred thoughts ro feed on black delights, 
Now ſcorns her ſhadows, and begins to dart 
Her wing d defires at thee, that only art 
The Sun ſhe ſeeks, whoſe _—_ beams can fright 
Theſe dusky-clouds that make 1o dark a night: 
Shine forth great Glory, ſhine; chat I may ſee 
Both how to loath my ſelf, and honour Thee: 
But if my weakneſs force thee to _ 
Thy flames, yer lend the twilight of thine eye: 
If I muſt want thoſe Beams; I wiſh, yet grant, 
That I, at leaſt, may wiſh thoſe Beams, I want. 


S. AUG Us T. Soliloqu. cap. 33. 


There was a great dark cloud of vanity before mine eyes, 
ſo that I could not ſee the Sun of Fuſtice & the Light of 
Truth: I being the ſon of darkneſs, was involved in dark- 

neſs : T loved my darkneſs, becauſe I knew not thy light : 1 

was blind, and loved my blindneſs, and did walk from dark- 

neſs to darkneſs : But Lord thou art my God, who haſt led 
me from darkneſs and the ſhadow of death; haſt called me 

into this glorious light, and behold, 5 


| EPIG. r. 
My ſoul, chear up; what if the night be lopg, 

T. Heav'n finds an ear when ſinners find a tongue; 
Thy rears are morning ſhow'rs : Heav'n bid me ſay, 
When Peter's cock begins to crow, tis -. 
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1 


0 Lord, thou tnoweft my fooliſtmeſe, and 
m ſins are not hid from thee. _ 


GEeſt thou this tulſom Ideot? in what meaſure 
He ſeems tranſported with the antick pleaſure 
Of childM-baubles? Canſt thou bur admire 
The empty fulneſs of his vain defire?.. 
Canſt thou conceive ſuch poor delights as'theſe 
Can fill th inſatiate ſoul of man, or pleaſe 
The fond aſpect of his d eluded eye? 
Reader, ſuch very fools are thou and 1: 
Falſe puffs of honour ; the deceirful ſtreams 
Of wealth; rhe idle, vain and empty dreams 
Of pleaſure, are our traffick, and enſnare 
Our ſouls the threefold ſubject of our care; 
We toil for traſn, we barter ſolid joys 
For aery trifles, ſell our Heav'n for toys: 
We knatch at barly grains, whilſt pearls-ſtand by 
Deſpis d; ſuch very fools are thou and IJ. 
Aim'ſt thou at honour? Does not th* Ideot ſhake it 

In his left hand? Fond man, ſtep forth and take it: 
Or would ſt thou wealth? ſee now the fool preſents thee 
With a full basket, if ſuch wealth contents thee: 
Wouid'ſt thou take pleaſure? if the fool unſtride 
His prancing Stallion, thou maiſt up and ride: 
Fond man, ſuch is the pleaſure, wealth, and honour 
The earth affords ſuch tools, as dote upon her; 
Such is the game whereat earth's Ideots flie; 

Such Ideots, ah! ſuch fools are thou and I; 


Had 


134 Ellert. Book 3. 
Had rebel man's fool-hardineſs extended | 

No farther than himſelf, and there had ended, 

It had been juſt ; but thus enrag'd to fly 

Upon the eternal eyes of Majeſty, 

And drag the Son of Glory from the breaſt 

Of his indulgent Father; to arreſt 
His =”u_ and ſacred Perſon: in diſgrace 
To ſpir and ſpawl upon his.Sun-bright-face 5 
To taunt him with baſe terms, and being bound 
To ſcourge fis ſoft, his rfembling ſides; to wound 
His head with thorns; his heart with humane fears; 
His hands with nails, and his pale flank with ſpears : 
And then to paddle in the purer ſtream 

Of his ſpilt blood, is more, chan moſt exrreſſte : 
Great builder of Mankind, canſt chou propound 

All this to thy bright eyes, and not confound 

Thy handy work? O! Canft chow ehuſe bur ſee; 
That mad'ſt the tye? Can oughr be hid from thee ? 
Thou ſeeſt our perfons, Lord and nor our guilt; 
Thou ſeeſt nor, what thou maiſt but what thou wilt: 
The hand char form'd us is inforc'd to be 

A Screen ſer up betwixt thy work and thee: 
Look, look upon chat Hand, and thou ſnalt ſpie 

An open wound, a through fare for rhine eye; 

Or it that wound be clos d, that paſſage be 

Deny d between thy gracious eye and me, 

Let view the Scar; thar ſcar will countermand 
Thy wrarh': O read my fortune in thy hand. 


S. CHRYS: 
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s. CHR YS. Hom. 4. Joa. 


Fools ſeem to abound in wealth, when they want all things; 

they ſeem to enjoy happineſs, when indeed they are only maſt 1 

| miſerable; neither do they underſtand that they are deluded 1 
by their fancy, till they be delivered from their folly. 


. GREG. in Mor. 


By ſo much the more are we inwardly fooliſh, by how much - | ; 
we ſtrive to ſeem outwardly wiſe. BSI 1 
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EI G. 2. 
Rebellious fool, what has thy folly done ? 
Controll'd thy God, and crucifi'd his Son? 
How ſweetly has the Lord of life deceiv'd thee? (thee, 
Thou ſhedd'ſt his blood, and thar-ſhed blood has ſay'd _ 
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. Book 3. Emblemec, 137 4 
Hl, r er e 1 

: PSALM6.2,  - 
Ive mercy, Lord, upon me, for I am meat, , 
O Lord, heal me. for my bones arevexed. [8 
Soul, A H, Son of David, help: ef. Whar ſinſul cry 1 
Implores the Son of David? Soul. It is I. q 


Feſ. Who art thou? Soul. Oh a deeply wounded breaſt 
That's heavy laden and would fain have reſt. _ 
Jeſ. I have no ſcraps, and dogs muſt not be fed 
like houſhold children, with the children's bread, 
Soul. True, Lord; yet tolerate a hungry whelp 
To lick rheir crumbs: O Son of David, help. $ 
Jeſ, Poor Soul, what ail'ſt thou? Soul. © I burn, I fry, - 
Icannor reſt, I know not where to fly 
To find ſome eaſe ; I rurn'd my blubber'd face 
from man to man; I rowl frem place to place 
Tavoid my tortures, to obtain relief, 
But ſtill am dogg'd and haunted with my grief: 
y mid-night torments call rhe ſluggiſh light 
And when the morning's come, they woo the night, 
Jeſ. Surceaſe thy tears, and ſpeak thy free deſires. (fires, 
$9, Quench, quench my flames, & ſwage 3 


Jeſ. Canſt thou believe, my hand can cure thy grie 
Soul. Lord, I believe; Lord, help my unbehief, 
Feſ. Hold forth thine arm and let my fingers try 
hy pulſe; where chiefly doth thy torment lie? 
Soul, From head to foot; it reigns in ev'ry part, 
but plays the ſelf· law'd tyrant in my hear. 


F- 
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Feſ. Canſt thou digeſt? Canſt reliſh wholſom food? 
How ſtands thy taſt? Soul. To, nothing that is good: 
All ſinful traſh, and earths unſav'ry ſtuff. | 
I can digeſt, and reliſh well enough. 

Feſus. Is not pe Go. blood as cold as hot, by turns? 
— Cold to what's good; to what is bad it burns, 
Feſus. How old's 72 Neriet' ? Soul. I took it at the fall 

With eating fruit. 11 ** Epidemical: 

Thy blood's infecte th' infection ſprung 
From a bad liver: 'Tis a fever ſtrong 

And full of death, unleſs, with preſent ſpeed, 
A vein be opened: thou "muſt die, or bleed. 

Soul. O I am faint and ſpent: that launce that ſhall 

Let forth my blood, lets forth my life withal: 
My ſoul wants cordials, and has greater need 
Of blood, than (being ſpent ſo far) to bleed: 
7 faint already, it I bleed, Fdye. 

Feſ. Tis either thou muſt bleed, f:ck ſoul, or I: 
My blood's a cordial. He that ſucks my veins, 

Shall cleanſe his own, and conquer greater pains 
Than rheſe: chear up; this precious blood of mine 
Shall cure thy grief; my heart ſhall bleed for thine. 
Believe and view me with a faithful eye, 

Thy ſoul ſhall neither languiſh, bleed nor die. bi 


S. AUGUST: 


2 
* 


S. AUGUST. lib. 10. Confeſſ. 


Lord, be merciful unto me: Ah me: Behold, I hide not 
my wounds : Thou art a Phyſician, and I am you > ; Thou art 
vg . Tam miſerable. 


all 
5 GR E G. in Paſtoral. = 
0 ice, with how ſweet an art doch thy wine and * 
reſtore health to my healthleſs ſoul ! How powerfully merci- 
1 ful, hom mercifully ne art thou / A ul for me, 


merciful to me 1 


ie. 


KE p I 6 1 
Canſt thou be ſick, and ſuch a DoGor by? 
Thou canſt not live, unleſs thy Doctor die! 
81 Strange kind of grief, that finds no me&cine good 
1 {wage her pains, but the 1 blood! 
K 2 
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IV. 1. _ 

| | P SA L. 25. Io. 435 5 7 | 
Look upon my affliction and tny pain, and = 
forgive all my ſins. Et rt | 
Oth work and ſtrokes? Both, laſh and labour'roo? + / Ii 


What more could Edom, or proud Aſnhur do? 
Stripes, after Stripes ; and blows ſucceeding blows ? 
Lord, has thy ſcourge no mercy, and my woes ' 1 
No end? My pains no eaſe? No intermiſſionn?? nn 
Is this the ſtate? Is this the ſad condition i 
Of thoſe that truſt thee? will thy good neſs pleaſe 
T' allow no other favours? None but theſe? 

Will not the Rhet'rick of my rorments move? 
are theſe the ſymproms, theſe the ſigns of love? 
It not enough, enough chat I fulſi! 
The roylfome task of thy laborious will? 

May not this labour expiate and purge 

My fin without the addition of a ſcourge? 

Look on my cloudy brow, how faſt it rains 

dad ſhowers of ſwear, the fruits df fruitleſs pains: 
behold theſe ridges ; ſee what purple furrows 

Thy plow has made; O think upon rhoſe ſorrows 
That once were thine; wilt thou not be wood 
To mercy by the charms of ſwear and blood? 
Canſt thou forget that drowſie mount wherein 
Thy dull Diſciples ſleep, was not my fin | 

There puniſh'd in my ſoul? did not this brow _ 
Then ſweat in thine? Were not thoſe drops enow ? 
emember Golgotha, where that ſpring tide 
Verflow'd thy foveraign Sacramental fide: 


"4 There 


142 Eunblemer. Book 3, 
There was no fin, there was no guilt in Thee, 
That caus'd thoſe pains ; thou ſwear'ſt,thou bledſt for me, 
Was there not blood enough, when one ſmall drop 
-Had pow'r to ranſome thouſand worlds, and ſtop 
The mouth of Juſtice? Lord, I bled before 
In thy deep wounds ; .can Juſtice challenge more ? 
Or doſt thou vainly labour to hedge in | 
Thy loſſes from my ſides? My blood is thin, 
| And thy free bounty ſcorns ſuch eaſie thrift; 
No, no, thy blood came not as love but gift. 
| But muſt I ever grind? And muſt I earn 
Nothing but ſtripes? O wilt thou diſaltern 
| The reſt thou gav'ſt? Haſt thou perus d. the curſe 
| Thou laid'ſt on Adam's fall, and made it worſe ? 
| Canſt thou repent of mercy? Heav'n thought good 
| Loſt man ſhould feed in ſweat; not work in blood: 
14 Why doſt thou wound th' already wounded breaſt? 
Ah me! my life is but a pain at beſt: | 
I am but dying duft : my day's a ſpan; Fees 
What pleaſure tak'ſt thou in the blood of man? 
| Spare, ſpare thy ſcourge, and be not ſo auſtere : 
| Send fewer ſtroaks, or lend more ſtrength to bear. 


Pg 


S. BERN, 


Book 3. Embleme n. 143 
e. S8. BERN. Hom, 81. in Cant. 


Miſerable man ! Who ſhall deliver me from the reproach 
ef ths ſhameful bondage? Tam a miſerable man, but a free 
man; free, becauſe a man; miſerable, becauſe a ſervant : 
In regard of my bondage, miſerable, in regard of my will, 
inexcuſable : For my will, that was free, beſlaved it ſelf to 
fin, by aſſenting. to ſin; for he that committeth ſin, it the 
fervent e ðo xx Ye a ORR 


& 85 8 . 
e ; OY 
* 5 1 8 A : 
EPS. + : 
Tax not thy God: Thine own defaults did urge 
This two-fold puniſhment; the mill, rhe ſcourge. 
Thy ſin's the author of thy ſelf-rormenring : 4 
Thou grind'ſt for finning ; ſcourg'd for not repenting. 
K 4 e Ot 
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Remember ] beſeech thee, that thou haft made 
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T Hus from the boſome of che new made earn 9 
1 Poor mag was dely'd and had his unborn birth; | 
The ſame the ſtuff, the ſelf ſame hand dorh trim || 
The plant that fades, the beaſt that dies, and him: 1 
One was their fire, one was their common mother, | 
Pants are his fiſters, and the beaſt his brother, 

The elder too; beaſts draw the ſelf-ſame breath, 

Wax old alike, and die the ſelf-ſame death: 1 
Plants grow as he, with fairer robes array d? 

alke they flouriſh, and alike they fade: 

The beaſt in ſenſe exceeds him and in growth, 
The three-ag'd: Oak doth thrice exceed them both: 

Why look'ſt thou then ſo big, thou little ſpan 

Of earth? what art thou more in being man? 

|, but thy great Creator did inſpire 

My choſen earth, wich thy diviner fire Bees 

0i reaſon ; gave me judgment and a will: 

That, to know good; this, to chooſe good from ill: 

e puts the reigns of power in my free hand, 

And jurisd iction over Sea and F 

le gave me art to lengthen out my ſpan 

vt life, and made me all, in being man: 5 3 
{bur thy paſſion has committed treaſon 1 


lea inſt the ſacred perſon ot thy reaſon: 
ty judgment is corrupt, perverſe thy vill; 
bat knows no good, and this makes choice of ill; 


l T he 


4 — 


146 Emblemes. Book 2, 
The greater height ſends down the deeper fall; 
And good declin'd turns bad, rurns worſt of all. 
Say then proud inch of living earth, what can 
Thy greatneſs chaim the more in being man? 

O but my ſoul tranſcends the pitch of nature, 
Born up by th' Image of her high Creatour; 
Out- braves the life of reaſon, and bears down 
Her waxen wings, kicks off her brazen crown. 
My heart'sa living Temple tentertain 
The King of Glory, and his glorious train: 

How can I mend my title then? where can 
Ambition find a higher ſtile than man? 

Ah, but that Image is defac'd and foil'd; _ 

Her Temples raz d, her Altars all defil'd ; 

Her veſſels are polluted and d iftain'd 

With loathed luſt, her ornaments prophan'd ; 
Her oil-ftorſaken lamps, and hallow'd-tapours 
Put out; her incenſe breaths unſav'ry vapours : 


Why ſwell'ſt thou then ſo big, thou little ſpan 


Of earth? what art thou more in being man? 
Eternal Potter, whoſe bleſt hands did lay 

My courſe foundation from a ſod of clay, 

Thou know'ſt my flender veſleFs apt to leak; 

Thou know'ſt my brittle remper's prone to break; 
Are my bones brazil, or my fleſh of oak! 

O, mend what thou haſt made, what I have broke: 
Look, look with gentle eyes, and in thy day 

Of vengeance, Lord, remember I am clay, 


S. AUGUST. 


T 
A 
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s. AUGUST. Solilog. 32. 


Shall Ia, who made me? It was thou that madeſt me, 
without whom nothing was made : Thou art my maker, and 
I thy work, I thank thee, my Lord God, by whom I live 
and by whom all things ſubſaſt, becauſe thou madeſt me: 7 
thank thee, O my Potter, becauſe thy hands have made me, 
beczuſe thy hands have formed me. 5 
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hy ſwell'ſt thou, man, puft up with fame and purſe ? _ 
Tart better earth, but born to dig the worſe: 
hou cam'ſt from earth, thou muſt return, | 
and art but earth caſt from the womb to thurn. 
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VI. 
JOB 7. 20. 
I have ſinned : What ſhall I 4, unto thee, 


O thou preſerver of Men? Why doſt thou 
ſet me as a mark againſt thee £ 


Ord, I have done; and Lord, I have miſdone; 
'Tis folly to conteſt, to ſtrive with one 

That is too ſtrong; tis folly to affail _ + 
or prove an arm, that will, that muſt prevail. | 
Te done, I've done; theſe trembling hands have thrown 
Their daring weapons down: The day's thine: own: = 
Forbear-to rike where thou haſt won the field. 
The palm is thine : 1 Inne APE ES 
Theſe rreach'rous hands that were ſo vainly bold 
Jo try a thriveleſs combar, and to hold 
Self wounding weapons up, are now extended 
for mercy from thy hand; that knee that bended 
Upon her guardleſs guard doth now repent 
Upon his naked floor; See both are bent. 
| and ſue for pity; O my ragged wound- ..... - 
b deep and deſp'rare, it is drench d and drowh'd 

In blood and briny tears: It doth beging 

Io ſtink without, and putrifie within. 

let that victorious hand that now appears 

Juſt in my blood, prove gracious to my tears ; 

Thou great preſerver of preſumpruous man, 

What ſhall I do? what ſatisfiction can 

'oor duſt and aſhes make? O if that blood 

That yet remains unſhed, were half as good 

4 blood of oxen, if my, death might be 

an offering to arone my God and me, 


ö 


4 


150 Emblemes. Book 3 
I would diſdain injurious life, and ſtand 

A ſuiter to be wounded from thy hand. 

Bur may thy wrongs be meaſur'd by the ſpan 

Of life? or balanc'd with the blood of man ? 

No, no, eternal fin expe&s for guerdon, 
Eternal penance, 'or eternal pardon : - 
Laydown thy weapons, turn thy wrath away, 

And pardon him thar hath no price to pay; | 
Enlarge that ſoul, which baſe preſumption binds, | 
Thy juſtice cannot looſe what mercy finds: | 
© thou that wilt not bruiſe the broken reed, 1 


Rub not my ſores, nor prick the wounds that bleed. 


Lord, if rhe peeviſſ infant fights and flies, 

With unpar'd weapons, at his mothers eyes, 

Her frowns (half mix d with fmiles) may chance to ſhey 
An angry love-trick on his arm, or ſo; TT 
Where if the Babe bur make a lip and cry, 

Her heart begins ro melt, and by and by 

She coaks his dewy cheeks; her babe ſhe bliſſes, 


And choaks her language with'a thouſand kiſſes; 


I am chat child; Lo, here ] proſtrate lie, 
Pleading for mercy; I repent and cry 


For gracious pardon: let thy gentle ears 


Hear that in words, what mothers judge in tears: 
See not my frailties, Lord, but through my fear, 
And look on ev'ry treſpaſs through a tear: 
Then calm thy: anger, and appear more mild; 


Remember, th'art a Father, I a child, 


„ FF yf — pay 
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S. BER N. Ser. 21. in Cant. 


Miſerable man ! Who ſhall deliver me from the reproach 
of this ſhameful bondage? Tam a miſerable man, but a free 
mans Free, becauſe like to God; miſerable, becauſe ag ainſt 
bid: O keefer of mankind, why haſt thou ſet me as a mark 
gainſt thee ? Thou haſt ſet me, becauſe thou haſt not hin- 

7 dred me: It « juſt that thy enemy ſhould be my enemy, and 
that he who repugneth thee, ſhould repugn me. I who am - 
rainſt thee, am againſt my ſelf. ” 5 0 


) ſhew 


EPIG. 6. 
Tor N but form'd, and fight? But born, and then rebel? 
R ow ſmall a blaſt will make a bubble ſivell ? 


Bur dare the floor affront the hard that laid ir? 
"0 apr 1s duſt to fly in's face that made it. 
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3 
J O B 13. 24. 
Wherefore hideſt thou thy face, and holde 


me for thine enemy ? 


 THy:daſt. thou ſhade thy lovely face?. 0 why 
Does that eclipſing hand fo long deny 
The Sun-ſhine of my ſoul-enli'ving eye? 


Without that Liebt, what light remains in me? 
Thou art my Life, my Way, my Ligbt, in Thee 
| live, I move, aud by thy beams I fee. 


Thou art my Life If thou bur turn away, : 556 
My life's a thouſand deaths: Thou art my Way 
Without thee, Lord, I travel nor, bur ſtray.. _. 


My Light thou art; without thy glorious ſight, _ 
Mine eyes are darkned with perpetual night. 
My God, thou art my Way, my Life, my Light, 


* 1 2 =o Fi E244 oat ad ! | 
Thou art my Way;. I wander, if chou flie: } 
Thou art my Light ; if hid how blind am I? 

Thou art my Life; if thou withdraw, I die. 

Mins. eyes are blind and dark; I cannot ſeez 

To xhom or whither ſhould my darkneſs flee, 

But to the Light ? And who's that Light but Thee ? 

My path is loſt ; my wandring fleps do ſtra 3 | 
cannot ſafely 80, nor ſafely ſtaß; , 

Whom ſhould I ſeek bur Thee, my Path, my Way? 


b ; ; J Fy, v5 ? D 
1 * : - 4 * . 
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O, I am dead: To whom ſhall I, poor ], 
Repair ? To whom ſhall my fad aſhes fly 
Bur Life And where is Life but in thine eye ? 


Book z. 


And yet thou turn'ſt away thy face,- and fly ſt me; 
And yet I ſue for grace, and thou deny'ſt me; 


Speak, art thou angry, Lord, ar only try ſt me? 


Unskreen thoſe heavenly lamps, or tell me why 
Thou ſhad'ſt thy face? perhaps thou think'ſt no eye 
Can view thoſe flames and not drop down and die. 


If chat be all, ſhine forth and draw thee nigher; 
Let me behold and die, for my deſire 
fs, Phenix like, to periſh in that fire. 


Heath conquer'd, Lax rs was fedeem'd by thee y * 
If I am dead, Lord, ſer death's priſoner free; 
Am I more ſpent, or ſtink I worſe than he? 


tf my puft life be out, give leave to n 
My ſhameleſs ſnuff at that bright Lamp of thine; 


O what's thy Light the leſs for lightning mine? 


Tf I have loſt my Path, Great Shepherd, ſay, 
Shall I ſtill wander in a doubtful way? | 
Lord, fhall a Lamb of 7/els ſheep-fold ſtray ? 


Thou art my Pilgrims Path, the blind man's Zye; 
The dead man's Life: on thee my hopes rely; 
If thou remove, I erre; I grope; I die. 


Diſcloſe thy Sun beams; cloſe thy wings and ftay 5 : 
See, ſee how am blind, and dead, and ſtray, 
O thou that art my Tight, my Life, my Way, 


* 


s. AUGUST. 


Book 32 Emblemes. 153 


S. AUG Us T. Solilog. cap. 1. 


Why doſt than hide thy face? Happily thou wilt ſay, none 
can ſee thy face and live: Ah Lord, let me die, that I may 


ſee thee; let me ſee thee, that I may die: I would not live, 


but die; that I may ſee Chriſt, I deſire death; that I may 
live with Chriſt, I deſpiſe life. 


ANSELM. Med. cap. 5. 


0 excellent hiding, which is become my gion“ My God 
thou hideſt thy treaſure, to Kindle my deſire + Thou hideft 


thy pearl, to inflame the ſeeker ; thou delay ſt to give, that 


thou may fi teach me to importune; ſeem'ſt not to hear, to make 
me perſevere. 1 . 


EPI G. 7. 
it hedv'ns all quickning Eyes vouchſafe to ſhine 
Upon our ſouls, we ſlight; if not, we whine : 
Our Equinoctial hearts can never lie 
Secure, beneath the Tropicks of that eye: 
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Book 3. Emblemes. = 
VIII. 
IEA. 9. 1. 


0 that my head were waters, and mine eyes 
a fountain of tears, that I may weep day 


and night. 


Q=z mine eyes were ſprings, and could transform 
Their drops to ſeas ? My ſighs into a ſtorm 
Of Zeal, and ſacred violence, wherein - 
This lab ring veſſel laden with her fin; + 

Might ſuffer ſudden ſhipwrack, and be ſplit - 
Upon that Rock, where my drench d foul may fir 
Orewhelm' d wich plenreous paſſion ? O and there 
Drop, Drop, into an everlafting rear? 


Ah me! That ev'ry fliding vein that wanders 
Through this vaſt Iſle, did work her wild Meanders 

In brackiſh tears inſtead of bloud, and ſwell 
This fleſh with holy Dropſies, from whoſe Well, 

Made warm with fighs, may fame my waſting breath, 
Whilſt I diſſolve in ſteams, and reek to death! | 
Theſe narrow ſluces of my dribling eyes SA 
are much too ſtreight for thoſe 2 ſprings that riſe 
and hourly fill my Temples to the cop; 

[ cannot ſhed for ev'ry fin a drop; 
Great builder of mankind, why haſt chou ſent, 
duch ſwelling floods, and made ſo ſmall a vent? 
0 that this feen had been compos'd of ſnow, 
Inſtead of earth; and bones ot ice, that fo, 


w 


158 Emblemes. Book z. 
Feeling the fervor of my fin; and loathing 

The fire I feel, I might be thaw'd co nothing! 

O chou that didſt, with hopeful joy, entomb 

Me thrice three Moons in thy laborious womb, 

And then with joyful pain, broughr'ſt forth a Son, 
What worth thy labour has thy labour done? 

What was there? Ah! What was there in my birth 
That could deferve the eaſieſt ſmile of mirth ? 

A man was born: Alas, and what's a man ? 

A ſcuttle full of duſt, a meaſur'd ſpan * ,. 
Of flirting time; a turniſh'd Pack, whoſe wares 
Are ſullen griefs, and ſoul tormenting Cares: 

A vale of rears, a veſſel runn'd with breatng, 
By ſickneſs broacht, to be drawn our by death: 

A hapleſs helpleſs thing; that born does cry 

To feed, that feeds to live, that lives to die. 
Great God and Man, whoſe eye ſpent drops ſo often 
For me that cannot weep enough; O ſoften | 
Theſe marble brains, and ſtrike this flinty rock; 
Or, if the muſick of thy Peter's Cock ' 
Will more prevail, fill, fill my hearkning eats 
With thar ſweer ſound, that I may melt in tears! 
I cannot weep until thou broach mine eye; 
Or give me vent, or elſe I burſt, and die. 
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8. AM BROs. in Pſal. 118. 


„Bock 3. 


He that commits 7 ns to be wept for, cannot weep for 65 ns 
committed ; And being himſelf maſt lament able bath no tears 
65 lament his ws: | 


NAZI AN Z. Orat. 3. 
Tears are the deluge of fa in, and the worlds ſacrifice. 
S, HIERON. in Eilan, 


prayer ks God, but a tear compels him; That moves 
Lim, but my confrajns Do. 


EPIG, 8, 


Tarth is an Iſland ported round with Fears; 

by way to Heav'n is through the Sea of t rears. 
It is a ſtormy paſſage, where is found 

The wrack of many a ſhip, bur no man drown' d, 
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IX. 
PSALM 18.5. 


The | uren of bel compaſſed me about, aud 
5 1 ſnares of death prevented me. 


S not this Type well cut in ev'ry part 
[ Full of rich cunning ? Fil'd with Zeuxian Art? 
Are not the Hunters, and their Stygian Hounds 
Limm d full ro th* life? Didſt ever hear the ſounds 
of muſick, and the lip-dividing breaths 1 
Of the ſtrong winded Horn, Recheats, and deaths, 
Done more exact? Th' infernal Nimrods hollow ? 
The lawleſs purlieus? And the Game they follow? 
The hidden Engines, and the ſnares that lie 
So undi ſcover d, fo obſcure to th' eye ? - 
The new drawn net, and her intangled Prey? 
And him that cloſes it? Beholder, fay, _ 
Ir not well done? ſeems not an em'lous ſtrife 
Berwixt the rare cut picture and the life? 
Theſe purlieu men are Devils? and the hounds, 
(Thoſe quick. nos d Cannibals, that ſcour the grounds) 
Tempta tions and the Game, the Fiends purſue, 
Are hamane ſouls, which ſtill they have in view; 
Whoſe fury if they chance to ſcape, by flying 
The skilful Hunter plants his net cloſe lying 
On th'unſuſpe Red earth, baited with treaſure, 
Ambitious honour, and ſelf waſting pleaſure: - | 
Where, if the ſoul bur ſtoop, death ſtands prepar'd 
Jo draw the net, and drown the Souls enſnar d. 


162 Emblemes. Book ; 
Poor ſoul! how art thou hurried to and fro? 

Where canſt thou ſafely ſtay ? where ſafely go? 

If ſtay; theſe hot-mourh'd Hounds are apt to tear thee : 
If go; the ſnares encloſe, the nets enſnare thee: 
What good in this bad world has pow'r tinvite thee 
A willing Gueſt? wherein can earth delight thee ? 
Her pleaſures are bur itch ; Her wealth, but Cares: 

A world of Dangers, and a world of ſnares : 

The cloſe purſuers buſie hands do plant 

Snares in thy ſubſtance; Snares attend thy want; 
Snares in thy credit; Snares in thy diſgrace; 

Snares in thy high eſtate; Snares in thy baſe ; 

Snares tuck thy bed; and Snares ſurround thy board; 
Snares watch thy thoughts; and Snares attach thy word 
Snares in thy quiet; Snares in thy commorion; 
Snares in thy diet; Snares in thy devotion; 

Snares lurk in thy reſolves, Snares in thy doubt, 
Snares lie within thy heart, and Snares Without, 
Snares are above thy head, and Snares beneath, 
Snares in thy ſickneſs, Snares are in thy death: 

O, if theſe purlieus be ſo full of danger, | 
Great God of hearts, the worlds ſole ſov'raign Ranger, 
Preſerve thy Deer, and let my ſoul be bleſt, 
In thy ſafe Foreſt, where I ſeek for reſt: * 

Then ler the Hell-hounds roar, I fear no ill, 

Rouze me they may, but have no pow'r to kill. 
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8. AMBROS. 


1 a CCL Wi WS =® 


d 


8 


S. AMB RO S. lib. 4. in cap. 4. in Luc. 


The reward of hnours, the height of power, the delicacy of 
diet, and the beauty of an harlot are the ſnares of the Devil. 


S. AMBROS. de bono mortjs. 


Whilft thou ſeekeſt pleaſures, thou runneſt into ſnares, for 
the eye of the harlot, is the ſnare of the Adulterer. 


SAVANAR. 


* 

In eating he ſets before us glut tony : in generation Iuxury 
in labour, (luggiſhneſs : in converſing, enuy; in governinz, 
covetoufneſs : in correcting, anger: in honour, pride : in the 
heart, he ſets evil thoughts: in the mouth, evil words in 
actions, euil works : when awake, he moves. us to evil acti. 
ons when aſleep, to filthy dreams. ' © 


EPIG. 9. 
Be ſad, my Heart, Deep dangers wait thy mirth : 
Thy ſoul way-laid by Sea, by Hell, by Earth: 
Hell has Her hounds: Earth, ſnares: the Sea a ſnelf; 
but moſt of all, my heart, bewar e thy ſelf. e 
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Enter not into judgment with thy ſerbant, 
for in thy fight. ſhall #0 wan Irving be 
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eſur; SORTS 7; STO ene. 
ef. Ronen the pris ner, Juſtice, Fu. Thy commands 
Are done, Juſt Judge: See here the pris ner ſtands. 
eſ. What has the pris ner done? Say; what's the cauſe 
Of his commitment? Juſt. He hath broke the laws 
Of his too gracious God; conſpir d the death |. 
Of that great Majeſty that gave him breatgz. 
And heaps tranſgreſſion, Lord, upon tranſgreſſion. - 
Feſ. How know ſt thou this? Fu-Ev'nby;hisownconfef- 
His fins are crying; and they cryd aloud 3; lſion: 
They cry'd to heav n, they cry d to heav n for blood. | 
Jeſ. What ſay'ſt thou ſinner? haſt thou ought to plead, 
That ſenrence ſhould nor paſs? hold up thy head, 
And ſhew thy brazen, thy rebellious face. 
Sin. Ah me! I dare not: I'm too vile and baſe 
To tread upon the earth, much more, to lift 
Mine eyes to heav'n; I need no other ſnift 
Than mine own conſcience ; Lord, I muſt confeſs, 
Iam no more than duſt; and no whit leſs 
Than my indictment ſtiles me; Ah, if thou 
Search too ſevere, . with too ſevere a brow, 
What fleſh.can ſtand ?. I have tranſgreſt thy laws; 
My merits plead thy vengeance; not my cauſe; 


1 Tot. 


766 Emblemes. Book 3. 
Sinner, ſpeak on; what haſt thou more to ſay? (ſtay; 
Sin. Vile as l am, and of my ſelf abhorr' a, 

I am thy handy-work, thy creature, Lord, 

Stampt with thy glorious Image, and at firſt 

Moſt like to the be igh now a poor accurſt, 

Convicted Caitiff, degen'rous creature, 


Lord, ſhall I ſtrike the blow? Fef. Hold, Juſtice, ſtay : 
Spook Fehn alt _ — ae | 
.1iom Not er 1 r m ate 
Ts niiferably p Fand Reba vo a os 
I quite renounce my ſelf, the world, and flee 
From Lord to Jeſus ; from thy ſelf to thee. | 
Juſt. Ceaſe thy vain hopes; my angry God has vow'd 
Abuſed mercy maſt have blood for blood : 
Shall J yer ſtrike the blow? Fef.'St Stay, Juſtice, hold; 
My bowels year; my fainting blood grows cold, 
To:view the trembling — Merhinks, I ſpi pie 
8 My father's Image in the pris ners eye. 
Fuſt, I camot hold. Jeſ. Then turn thy thirſty blade 
10 my ſides; let there the wound be made: 
Chear vp, dear font; redeem thy life wich mine: 
h wy foal ſhall Imart, my heart ſnall bleed for cine. 
oundtefs deeps! O love beyond degree 
Ty Thy cd den, to hou = erer, * * 


= — — 
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Fuſt. Lord, ſhall I ftrike the blow? Fe. Hold, Juſtice, 


Here trembling at why bar. Juſt. Thy fault” 5 the greater. 


Embleme. 167 


S. AUGYST. 


Book 3. 


Lord, I] have done that, for which thou majeſt damn me; 
thou haſt not loft that whereby thou mayeſt ſave me: Remem- 
ber not, ſweet Feſus, thy juſtice againſt the ſinner, but thy be- 
nignity towards thy Creature: Remember not to proceed againſt 
4 gvilty ſoul, but remember thy mercy towards a miſerable 
wretch + forget the inſolence of the provoker, and behold the 
miſery of the invoker ; for what is Feſus but a Saviour? 


_ ANSELM. 


Have reſpe to what thy Son hath done for me, and for- 
1. Heer what my ſins have done againſt thee : My fleſh hath pro- 
led thee fo vengeance ; let the fleſh of Chriſt move thee to 
mercy : It is much that my rebellions have deſerved ; but 

it is more. that my Redeemer hath merited. 


de 


EPIG. to. 
Mercy of mercies! He that was my drudge 
b now my Advocate, is now my judge: 
le ſuffers, pleads, and ſentences alone: 
Three 1 adore, and yet adore but One. 
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Book 3. Emblemes. 16 9 


| XI. | 


Let not the water-floods overflow me, nei tler 


let the deeps ſwallow me up. 


He, world's a Sea; my fleſh a Ship chats mann'd 
With lab ring Thoughrs;and ſteer d by Reaſons hand: 

My Heart's the Sea- mans Card, whereby ſhe fails; 
My loofe Affections are the greater Sails: | 
The top fail is my Fancy, and the Guſts 
That fill theſe wanton ſheers, are worldly Luſts. 
Pray'r is the Cable, at whoſe end appears 2 
The Anchor Hope, ne er ſlip'd but in our fears: 
My will's th' unconſtant Pilot, that commands 
The ſtagg ring Keel; my Sins are like the Sands: 
Repentance is the Bucket, and mine Eye 
The Pump, unus'd (bur in — and dry: 
5 conſcience is the Plummer that doth preſs 
The deeps, but ſeldom cries, O fathom leſs * 
Smooth Calm's ſecurity; the Gulf, deſpair; _ 
My Freights's Corruption, and this Life's my Fare: 
My Soul's the Paſſenger, confus'dly driven 
From fear to fright; her landing Port is Heaven. 
My Seas are ſtormy, and my Ship goth leak ; 
ly Salers rude; my Steers-man faint and weak: 
My Canvaſs torn, it flaps from fide to fide; 
My Cable'scrackr, my Anchor's ſlightly ty'd; 
My Pilot's craz'd ; my ſhipwrack-Sands are cloak d; 
My Bucket's broken, and my Pump is choak'd; 
My Calm's deceitful ; and my Gulf roo near; 
My Wares are ſlubber'd, and my Fate's too dear: 
My Plummed's lighr, it cannot fink nor ſound; | 
© ſhall my Rock-bethreatned Soul be drown'd ? 3 

D. 


3 


170 Emblemes: Book z. 
Lord, ſtill the Seas, and ſhield my Ship from harm; 
Inſtru& my Sailours, guide my Steerſmans arm : 


Touch thou my Compaſs, and renew my Sails, 


Send ſtiffer courage or ſend milder gales ; 

Make ſtrong my Cable, bind. my Anchor faſter; 
Direct my Pilot, and be thou his Maſter; 

Object the Sands to my more ſerious view, 

Make ſound my Bucket, bore my Pump anew: 

New caſt my plummet, make it apt to try 
Where the Rocks lurk, and where the Quick-ſands lie; 
Guard thou the Gulf with love, my Calms with Care; 
Cleanſe thou my fraught ; accept my flender Fare; 
Refreſh rhe Sea-fick paſſenger ; cut ſhort 

His Voyage; land him in his wiſhed Port : 

Thou, Thou, whom winds and ſtormy ſeas obey, 
That through the deep gav'ſt grumbling 1/el way, 
Say to my ſoul be fate, and then mine eye 

Shall — death, although grim death ſtand by. 
O thou whole ſtrength-reviving Arm did cheriſh 

Thy ſinking Peter, at the point to periſh, 

Reach forth thy hand, or bid me tread the wave, 

Fil come, I' come: The voice that calls will fave. 


Book 3. Emblemes. 171 
i S. A M B R O S. Apol. poſt. Pro David. Cap. 3. 


The confluence of luſt makes a great tempeſt, which in this 
ſea diſturbethj the ſea-faring ſoul, that reaſon cannot govern it. 


1 : S. A U GU ST. Soliloqu- cap. 33. 


We labour in the boyſterous ſea: Thou ſtandeſt upon the 

3 ſtore and ſeeft our dangers : Give us grace to hold a middle 
+ I courſe betwirt Scylla and Charybdis, that both dangers e- 
C ſcaped, we may arrive at our Port ſecure, 


EPIG. 11. 
My ſoul, the ſeas are rough, and thou a ſtranger 

In theſe falſe coaſts ; O keep aloof; theres danger; / 
Caſt forth thy plummet; ſee a rock appears; 

Thy ſhip wants ſea · room; make it with thy tears. 
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JOB 14. 13. | 

0 that thou wouldſt hide me in the grave, that 


thou wouldſt keep me in ſecret until thy 
wrath be paſt ! Ws 


Whither ſhall I flie; what path untrod 
() Shall I ſeek our to ſcape the flaming rod 
of my offended, of my angry God? 8 ns 


Where ſhall 1 ſojourn ? what kind ſea will hide 
My head from thunder? Where ſhall I abide, 
Until his flames be quench'd or laid afide ? | 


what, if my feet ſhould take their haſty flight, 
And ſeek protection in the ſhades of night? 
Alas, no ſhades can blind the God of Light. 13 


What, if my ſoul ſhould take the wingsof day, 
And find ſome defart ? If ſhe ſprings away, 
The wings of yengeance clip as faſt as they. 


Whatif ſome ſolid rock ſhould entertain 
Ny frighted ſoul? Can ſolid rocks reſtrain 
The ſtroke of Juſtice and nor cleave in cwain? 


Nor Sea, nor Shade, nor Shield, nor Rock, nor Cave, 
Nor filent Deſarts, nor the ſullen Grave, ; 
What flame-ey'd fury means to ſmite, can ſave, 


The Seas will part, Graves o en, Rocks will ſptſt; 
The Shield will cleave; the frighted Shadows flit; 
Where juſtice aims, her fiery darts muſt hit. 


BY M 3 | No, 


174 Emblemes. Book g. 


No, no if ſtern-brow'd vengeance means to thunder, 
There isno place above, beneath, nor under, = 
So cloſe, but will unlock, or rive in ſunder, 


*Tis vain to flee ; tis neither here nor there 
Can ſcape that hand, until that hand forbear ; 
Ah me! Where is he not, that's every where? 


Tis vaniry ro flee; till gentle mercy ſhew 
Her better eye, the farther off we go, 
The ſwing of Juſtice deals the mightier blow. 


Th' ingenuous child, eorrected, doth not flie 
His angry mother's hand, bur clings more nigh, 
And quenches with his tears her flaming eye. 
Shadows are faithleſs, and the rocks are falſe ; 
No truſt in braſs, no truſt in marble wall 
Poor cots are even as ſafe as Princes halls. 


_ Great God, there is no ſafery here below; 8 
Thou art my Fortreſs thou that ſeem'ſt my foe, 


Iis thou that firił ſt the ſtroke muſt guard the blow. 


Thou art my God; by thee T fall or ſtand; 
Thy grace hath giv'n me courage to withſtand 
All 8 but my conſcience and thy hand 


I know thy Juſtice is thy ſelt; I know, 
Juſt God, thy very ſelf is Mercy too; 
If not to thee, where? Whither ſhould I ge 


Then work thy will? If paſſion bid me flee, - 
My reaſon ſhall obey ; my wings ſhall be 
Stretcht out no further than from thee to thee, 


? 


S. AUGUST. 


apnand amd ace ce 


s. AUGUST. in Pal. 33. = 


Whither fle Is Th what place can I ſafely flie ? To what + bl 
wountain? To what den? To what Strong houſe ?What Caſtle KI 
ſhall I hold? What walls ſhall hold me? Whitherſoever I } 
£0, my ſelf followeth me : For whatſoever thou flieſt, O man, js 
thou maiſt but thy own conſcience : Hereſoe ver, O Lord, I go, ö 
I find thee; if angry, a Revenger , if appeaſed,a Redcemer : 
What way have I, but to flie from thee to thee : That thoy 
maiſt avoid thy God, addreſs to thy W 


e 


„ 
hath vengeance found thee? Can chy fears command 
No rocks to ſhield thee from her thund'ring hand ? 
tinow'ſt thou not where to ſcape ? Fl tell thee where 
T My ſoul make clean thy conſcience; hide thee there. 
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© 3 

JOB 10. 20. 
Are not my days few 2 Ceaſe then, and let 
me alone, that I may bewail my ſelf a little. 


{y Glaſs is half unſpent; Forbear t'arreſt 
My thriftleſs day too ſoon : my poor requeſt 
Is chat my glaſs may run but out the reſt, _ 


* 


My time · devoured minutes will be done 3 
Without thy help; ſee, ſee how ſwift py run: 
Cut not my thred before my thred be 12 


The gain's not great I purchaſe by this ſtay; 
What loſs ſuftain'ſt thou by To ſmall delay, 
To whom ten thouſand years are but a day? 
My following eye can hardly make a ſhifter 
To count my winged hours; they fly ſoſwift,, 
They ſcarce deſerve the bounteous name of gift. 


Theſecret wheels of hurrying Time do give 
So ſhort a warning, and ſo faſt they drive, 
That I am dead before I ſeem to live. 


and what's a Life? a weary Pilgrimage, = 
Whoſe glory in one day dorh fill the ſtage 
With Child-hopd, Man-hood, and decrepir Age. 


And what's a Life ? che flouriſhing a. 
Of the proud Summer meadow, which to day 
Wears her greerl-pluſh, and is ro morrow hay, 


And what's a Life? A blaſt ſuſtain'd with cloathing, 
Maintain'd with food, retain'd with vile ſelt-loaching, 
ben weary of it ſelf, again to nothing. | 


+ 


178 Enblimen. Book g. 
Read on this dial, how the ſhades devour Eo 


My ſhorr-liv'd winters day; hour ears up hour; 
Alas, the total's bur from eight to four. 


Behold theſe Lilies (which thy hands have made l 
Fair copies of my lite, and open laid 7 
To view) how ſoon they droop, how ſoon they fade! 4 


Shade not that dial, night will blind too ſoon ; 
My non-ag'd-day hes y points to noon ; 
How ſimple i is my ſuit! how ſmall my boon ! 


Nor do beg this ſlender inch, to while = EL 
The time away, or ſafely to beguile p 
My thoughts with joy; here's nothing worth a mile | 


No, no: tis not to pleafe my wanton ears 
With ſrantick mirth, I veg bur hours, nor years: 
And whar thou giv ſt me, I will give to tears. 


Draw not chat ſoul which would be rather led! 
That Seed has yet not broke my ſerpents head; 
O ſhall T die before my ſins are dead Et. 


Behold theſe raggs; am I a fitting gu 
To taſte the dainties of thy royal ER, 
With hands and face unwaſh d, ungirt, "unbleſt ? ? 


Firſt, let rhe Jordan ſtreams (that find fupplies 
From the deep fountain of my heart) ariſe, 
And cleanſe my ſpots, and clear my leprous eyes. 


| have a world of fins to be lamented : 
J have a ſea of rears that muſt be vented : 
© ſpare till then; and then I die contented. 


„ 


S. AUGUST Ye 
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S. AUGUST. lib, de Civir. Dei, Cap. 10. 


The time wherein we live, is taken from the ſpace of our 
life; and what remaineth, is daily made leſs and leſs, inſo- 
much that the time of our life is nothing but a paſſage to 
death. | | 


S. GREG. lib. 9. cap. 44. in Job. 


As moderate affliions bring tears,ſo immoderate takeaway 
tears; inſomuch that ſorrow becometh no ſorrow, which ſwal- 
lowing up the mind of the afflifted, taketh away the ſenſe of 
te Soar 886 5 


* 


EPIG. 13. 
fear ſt thou to go, when ſuch an Arm invites thee ? 
Vread'ſt thou thy loads of fin? or what affrights thee ? 
[i thou begin to fear, thy fear begins: | 
tool, can he bear thee hence, and not thy ſins? 
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XIV. 
DE u T. 32. 29. 


0 that men were wiſe, and that they under- 
ſtood this, that they would conſider their 
latter end, Ee | 


Fleſh. | | . Spirit. 
8 means my ſiſters eye ſo oſt to paſs 
Through the long entry of that Oprick glaſs? 
Tell me; what ſecret virtue dorh invite 
Thy wrinkled eye to ſuch unknown delight? 
. It helps the ſight, makes things remote appear 
In perfect view; It draws the objects near. 
H. What ſenſe · delighting objects doſt thou ſpie ? 
What doth that glaſs preſent before thine eye ? 
Sp. I ſee thy foe, my reconciled friend, 
Grim Death, even ſtanding at the Glaſſes end: 
His left hand holds a branch of Palm ; his right 
Holds forth a two-edg'd ſword. H. A proper ſight. 
And is this all? Doth thy Proſpective pleaſe 
Th' abuſed fancie with no ſhapes bur theſe ? 
H. Tes, I behold the dark ned Sun bereav'n 
Of all his light, the battlements of Heav'n 
Swelt' ring in flames; the Angel- guarded Son 
Of glory on his high Tribunal- Throne; 
1 ſee a Brimſtone Sea of boyling fire, | 
And Fiends, with knotted whips of flaming wire, 
Tort ring poor ſouls, that gnaſh their teeth in vain, 
Andenaw their flame-rormented tongues for pain. 
Look, ſiſter, how the queazy-ſtomach'd Graves 
Yomir. their dead, and how the purple waves 
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Fl. The world in colours; colours that diſtain 


f Hora s Nymphs; ſuch various ſorts of hew, 


* 


182 . Emblemes. Book 3. ſi 
Scall'd their conſumeleſs bodies, ſtrongly curſing 
All wombs for bearing, and all paps for nurſing, 

H. Can thy diſtemper'd fancy take delight 
In view of tortures ? theſe are ſhows raffright : 
Look in this glaſs triangular ; look here, 

Here's that will raviſheyes. Sp. What ſeeſt thou there 


The checks of Proteus, or the ſilken train 


— — >, — +. I TH 


As Sun-confronting Tris never knew: 
Here, if thou pleaſe to beautifie a rown, 
Thou maiſt; or with a hand, turn't upſide down; 
Here maiſt thou ſcant or widen by the meaſure 
Ot thine own will; make ſhort or long ar pleaſure: 
Here maiſt thou tire thy fancy, and adviſe 
With ſhows more apt to pleaſe more curious eyes. 
Sp. Ah fool! that dot'ſt on vain, on preſent toys, 
And di ire ſpect ſt thoſe true; thofe future joys! 
How ſtrongly are thy thoughts befool'd, alas, 
To dote on goods that periſn with thy glaſs! 
Nay, vaniſh wich the turning of a hand | 
Were they bur painted colours ir might ſtand 
Wich painted reaſon that they might devote thee; 
Bur things that have no being to beſot thee ? 
Foreſight of future torments is the way 
To baulk thoſe ills which preſent joys bewray. 
As thou haſt foobd thy ſelf, ſo now come hither, 
Break chat fond glaſs, and let's he wiſe together. 


book 35 Eullemer. 1563 | 
S. BONAVEN T. de contemptu ſeculi. | 


0 that men would be wiſe, underſt and, and foreſee. Bewiſe, | | 
10 know three things: The multitude of thoſe that are to be | | | 
e damned : the few number of thoſe that are to be ſaved; and 
be vanityof tranſitory things: Underſtand three things, the | 
multitude of ſins, the omiſſion of good things, - and the loſs + is 
of time : Foreſee three things, the danger of death, the laſt fi 
juggnent, and eternal puniſhment,  _ 
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E PIG. 14. 
What, Soul, no further yet? what ne'er commence 
Maſter in Faith? Still batchelour of Senſe? 

NM 5: infufficiency ? Or what has made thee 


Oerllip thy loſt degree? thy lufts have ſtaid thee, | 
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3 
P PSALM 30. 10. 


My life is ſpent with grief, and my years 


7 


W Hat ſullen Star rul'd my untimely bir t, 
That would not lend my days one hour of Mirth? 
How ott have theſe bare knees been bent to gain 
The ſlender alms of one poor ſmile in vain? 

How often, tir d with the faſtidious lit. 
Have my fa int lips implor'd the ſnades, of night? 

How often have my nightly torments pray'd 

For lingring twilight, glutted with che ſhade? _ 

Day worſe than night, night worſe than day appears, 

In fears I ſpend my nights, my days in tears: 4 


I moan unpiry'd, ' groan without relief, 1 

There is no end nor meaſure of my grief. 

The ſmiling flow'r ſalutes the day; it grows 

Untouch'd with. care; it neither ſpins nor ſows : 

O that my tedious life were like this flow'r,. 

Or freed from grief, or finiſh'd with an hour: 

Why was I born? Why was I born a man? 

and why proportion'd by ſo large a ſpan ; 

Or why ſuſpended by the common lor, 

and being born to die why die I nor ? 

ah me! Why is my ſorrow-waſted breath 

Deny d the eaſie privilege of death? 

The branded ſlave that tugs the weary oar, 

Obtains the Sabbath of a welcome ſhore? 

fls ranſom'd ſtripes are heal'd, his native ſoil 

"eetens the mem'ry of his foreign toil : 
MW: 


186 Emblimes. Book 3; 


But ah! my ſorrows are not half ſo bleſt; 


My labour finds no point, my pains no reſt : 

J barter fighs for tears, and tears ſor groans, 
Still vainly rolling Siſyphean ſtones. 

Thou juſt obferver of our flying hours, 

That with thy Adamanrine fangs, devours 

The brazen monuments of renowned Kings, 
Doth thy glaſs ſtand? Or be thy moulting wings 
Unapt to the ? If nor, why doſt thou fpare 
A willing breaſt; a breaſt that ſtands ſo fair? 
A dying breaſt, that hath bur only breath 

To beg a wound, and ſtrength to crave a death ? 
O that the pleaſed Heav'ns would once diſſolve 
Theſe fleſhly fetters, that ſo faſt involve 
My hamper'd ſoul ; then would my ſoul be bleſt 


From all thoſe ills, and wrap her thoughts in reſt : 


Till then, my days are months, my months are years, 
My years are ages to be ſpenr in tears: | 

My grief's entailed upon my waſtful breath, 

Which no recov'ry can cut off bur death, 

Breath drawn in cottages, puft out in thorns, 
Begins, continues, and concludes in groans. 


INNOCENT. 
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3. Book. 3. Emblemes. | 187 
INNO CEN. de vilitate condit. humanæ. 


0 who will give mine eyes a fountain of tears, that I may 
bewail my miſerable ingreſs of mans condition; the ſinful 
progreſs of mans converſation, the damnable egreſs in mans 
diſſolution £ I will conſider with tears, whereof man was 
made, what man doth, and what man is to do: Alas, he 
# formed of earth, conceived in fin, born to puniſhment : He 
dith evil things which are not lawful; he doth filthy things, 
which are not decent; He doth vain things, which are not 


T0 | r 
M heart, Thy life's a debt by Bond, which bears 
lecret date; the uſe is groans and Tears; 
ead not; uſurious Nature will have all, 
as well che Int reſt as che Principal. 
/ | N 2 


OOO 0 OW cn it ROAD AG A It arte DO OA AA — . oo oe 
_— _ * _s 


— — oo V BE = tn) — * — n 
- — — 


— — 
—m 


Ry — "I" — 


K. 
— = . a — —— 7 — — * 
3 n : 


Book 4, 


Emblemes. 


—— — 
— PK ⅛ͥ⅛nñnÄgͤͥdM ⁰»ḿm ́nm oo att ay dei 
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ROM. 7. 23. 
I fee another Law in my members warring a- 
gainſt the Law of my mind, and bringing 
ne into captivity to the Law of ſin. 
How my will is hurried to and fro, 65.4 
And how my unreſolv'd reſolves do vary! 
| know not where, to fix, ſometimes I go n 
This way, then that, and then the quite contrary: 
Ike, diflike; lament for what I could not; 
Ide, undo; yet ſtill do what I would not. 
And at the felf ſame inſtant will the thing I would not. 
1 | 
hus are my weather beaten thoughts oppreſt | 
With tho earth-bred winds of my prodigious will; 
hus am T hourly roſt from Eaſt ro Weſt . 
* the rowling ſtreams of good and ill: 
Thus am I driven upon theſe flipp'ry ſuds 
From real ill to falſe appatent goods: | 
j lite's a trouhled ſea, compos d of ebbs and floods, 
he curious Penman, having trimm'd his page 
With the dead language of his dabled quill, 
ets fall a heedleſs drop, then in a rage | 
Caſhiers the fruits of his unlucky skill; 
Ev'n ſo my pregnant ſoul. in th' Infant bud | 
Of her beſt thoughts ſnowrs down a cole black flood 
e unadviſed ills, and cancels all her good, 
| | LG Somg- 
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. 
Sometimes a ſudden flaſh of ſacred heat 
Warms my chill ſoul, and ſets my thoughts in frame; 
But ſoon that fire is ſhouldred from her ſeat 
Buy luſt ful Cupid's much inferiour flame. 
I feel two flames, and yer no flame entire; 


Thus are the mungrel thoughts of mixr defire, 
Conſum'd between that heav'nly and this earthly fire, 


3 


Sometimes my traſh-diſdaining thoughts our - paſs 
The common period of terrene conceit; 
O then methinks I ſcorn the thing I was, 
Whilſt I ſtand raviſh'd ar my new eſtate: 
But when th Icarian wings of my deſire 
Feel but the warmth of their own native fire, 
O then they melx and plunge within their wonted mire, 


6. 


I know the-nature of my wav'ring mind; 
I know the frailty of my fleſhly will: 
My Paſſion's Eagle-ey'd ; my judgment blind ; 
I know what's good, but yer make choice of ill. 
When th' Oſtrich wings of my deſires ſhall be 
So dull, they cannot mount the leaſt degree, 
Vet grant my ſoul defire, but of deſiring thee. 
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171 
S. B ER N. Med. 9, 


My heart is a vain heart, a vagabond and inſtable heart; 
while it is led by its own judgment, and wanting Divine coun- 
ſel cannot ſubſiſt in it ſelf; and whilſt it divers ways ſeeketh 
reſt, findeth none, but remaineth miſerable through labour, and 
void of peace: it agreeth not with it ſeif; it diſſenteth from 
it ſelf;it alterethreſolutions,changeth the judgment, frameth 
new thoughts, pulleth down the old, and bu:ldeth the n up a- 
gain: It willeth and willeth not; and never rema jneth in 
the ſame ſtate. De : 


S. AU G UST, de verb. Apoſt. 


When it would, it cannot, becauſe when it might,jt would 
ut: Therefare by an evil will man loft his good power. 


/ 


My foul, how are thy thoughts diſturb'd, confin'd, 
Enlarg'd betwixt thy members and thy mind! 
Fix here or there; thy doubr-depending cauſe 

(an ne er expect one verdict cwixt two Laws, 


N 4 
"Ms 


ſ 


— 


= 
E ˙ n. { 


— — 
.. V A OTIS 


— ͤ —d 


— 


- 


= 
* 


". 
4 27. 
* . 


1/7 ALA 4 
\\ % ie 


7 


—— — 


i i, —— 


— : 4 I- 2 2 4 . ö Rb 


| Oh that my wayes were directed t 7 


— — — — — =—y _ 


* 


keeps thy Aut. Ef. . 


Book 4.  Emblemes. 193 
5 II. 
PSALM 119.5. 


0 that my ways were directed to keep thy 
Statue 5 + 5 567 8 8 1 8 
$ = T | 
7 I, the obje& of the worlds diſdain, 
With Pilgrim pace ſurround the weary earth: 
Lonly reliſh what the world counts vain; 

Her mirth's my grief, her ſullen grief my mirth; . 
ler light my darkneſs; and her truth my errour. 
fer freedom is my Gaol; and her delight my terrour. 
Fond earth! proportion not my ſeeming love | 

To my long ſtay ; let not my thoughts deceive thee; 
Thou art my priſon, and my home's above; 
My life's a preparation bur to leave thee: _ | 
Like one that ſeeks a door, I walk about thee: 
With thee I cannot live; I cannot live without thee, 


| | 3 | | v4 
The world's a lab'rinth, whoſe anfractuous ways 
Are all compos'd of rubs and crook'd Meanders: 
No reſting here; He's hurried back that ftays 
A thought; and he that goes unguided wanders: 
Her way is dark, her path untrod, unev'n; 
5 hard's the way from earth; ſo hard's the way to Heaven. 


| 4 12 
This gyring lab'rinth is berrench'd about 
On either hand with ſtreams of ſulph'rous fire, 
Streams cloſely ſliding, erring in and our, 
But ſeeming pleaſant to the fond deſcrier; 
Where it his footſteps truſt rheir own invention, 
he falls wirhout redreſs, and ſinks without * 
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Where ſhall I ſeek a Guide? where fhall I meet 
Some lucky hand to lead my trembling paces ? 
What truſty Lanthorn will direct my feet 
Io ſcape the danger of theſe dang'rous places? 
What hopes have I to paſs without a Guide; 
Where one gets ſafely through, a thouſand fall beſide. 


6 
An unrequeſted Star dj gently ſlide 


Before the Wiſe-men to a greater Light; 


Back- ſliding Ifr'el found a double Suide; 


A Pillar and a Cloud; by Day, by Night: 
Let in my deſp'rate dangers which be far 
More great than theirs, I have no Pillar, Cloud, nor Star, 


7 


O thar the pinions of a clipping Dove 
Would cut my paſſage through the empty Air; 
Mine eyes being ſeal'd, how would I mount above 
The reach of danger and forgotten care: 
My backward eyes ſnould ne er commit that fault, 
Whoſe laſting guilt ſhould build a monument of Salt. 


8 f 


ö 
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Great God that art the flowing Sp ing of Light, 


'Enrich mine eyes with thy refulgen Ray : 
Thou art my Path; direct my ſteps aright; 
' I have no other Light no other Way: 
' I'll rruſtmy God, and him alone purſue; _ 
His Law ſhall be my Path; his Heavenly Light my Clue, 


S. AUGUST. 
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Book 4: Emblentes. 195 
S. AUGUST, Solilo. cap. 4. 


0 Lord; who art the Light, the Way, the Truth, the Life; 
in whom there is no darkneſs, errour, vanity nor death : the 
Light, without which there is darkneſs; the Way, without 
which there is wandring; the truth, without which there is 
ernur; the life, without which there is death: Say, Lord, 
let there be light,and I ſhall ſee Light, and eſchew darkneſs ; 


Iſhall ſee the way, and avoid wandring, I ſhall ſee the truth, 


and ſhun error; I ſhall ſee Life, and eſcape Death: Ilumi- 
nate, O illuminate my blind Soul, which ſitteth in darkneſs, 
and the ſhadow of death; and direct my feet in the way of 
Peace. 85 ts | 5 8 


1 
Pilgrim trudge on: what makes thy ſoul complain 
Crowns thy complaint, The way to reſt is pain: 
The road to reſolution lies by doubt: | 
The next way home's the fartheſt way about. 


4. 


* 
* 0 
- 
3 — 
— — 9 at. * 
— — K — en 
= NY 
© * N EE — 
RA f 2 
- | - heh 
LETT * ( . 
e . 
* 8 | \ * 
d 
a = 8 A way J 4 ; 
a n . . 
» N F . | I 
1 LA. i 8 a, 
* » * by j 
* \ 
N 5 8 : 


11 % ions 


1 eee 


7 


* 
6 2 


4 - 
1 


Emblemes. 
Ho 


, ® A 1 , U . 
* n . Nen * N W 
— . DOSH) 


* 


4 


mmm 


l 
* 
# + 
* 
- 


OTTTTTTTEO 


pl 


WOW wm Ms, 7 | 


* * - 


— — —— ꝑ— - — 5 = 
—— NE — - . PU a Y - 8 25 — — — — ——— 

. — 5 L a 5 — : . — VRIEERSTC — COONEY 

- 2 — 5 3 f : — "4 — 2 — — * - 2 — _——— —— __» q 

— - 4 4 SIS 5 y * - a q ade wars - * yen 323 2 * 

i = = N - - TOS LET TSS —2— — ns 


* r — » * N . ' 

- - —— . - — - - W = — 2 * - . 
8 a - . 

x — - * — = 


Book 4. Emblemes. 197 
III. 
| PSALM 17.5. 


Stay my ſteps in thy paths, that my feet do 
„o 985 
Wen e're the old Enchange of profit rings 
Her ſilver Saints- bell of uncertain gains, 
My Merchant. ſoul can ſtretch both legs and wings, 
How I can run, and take unwearied pains ! 
The charms of profit are ſo ſtrong, that I 
Who wanted legs to go find wings to flic. 
| EIS Et dl ; 
If time-beguiling pleaſure bur advance 
Her luſtful trump, and blow her bold alarms” 

0 how my ſportful ſoul can frisk and dance, 

And hug that Syren in her twined arms! 
The ſprightly voice of finew-ſtrengrhning pleaſure 
Canlend my bed-rid Soul both legs and leiſure. 

If blazing honour chance to fill my-veins + 
Wich flatring warmth, and flaſh of Courtly fire, 
My ſoul can take a pleaſure in her pain? 
My lofty ſtrutting ſteps diſdain to tire; 
My antick knees can turn upon the hinges 
Ot Complement, and ſcrue a thouſand cringes. 


| 4 | 
Bur when I come to Thee, my God, that art 
The royal Mine of everlaſting treaſure, 
The real honour of my better part, 
and living fountain of erernal pleaſure, | 
How nerveleſs are my limbs! how faint and flow! 
L have no wings to flie nor legs to go, 
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So when the ſtreams of ſwiſt · ſoot Rhene convey 
Her upland riches to the Be/gic# ſhore, 
The idle veſſel ſlides the war'ry lay, 
Without the blaſt or rug, of wind, or oar: 
Her ſlipp'ry keel divides the filver foam 
With eaſe ; So facile is the way from home. 


6 


Bur when the home-bound veſſel turns her ſails 
Againſt the breaſt of rhe reſiſting ſtream, 
O then ſhe ſlugs; nor fail, nor oar prevails; 
The ſtream is ſturdy, and her Tide's extream: 
Each ſtroke is loſs, and every tug is vain: 
A Boat-lengths purchaſe is a league of pain. 


7 


Great all in all that art my reſt, my home; 
Ny way is tedious and my ſteps are flow: 
Reach forth thy helpful hand, or bid me come; 

I am thy child, O teach thy child to go:: 
Conjoyn thy ſweet commands to my deſire, 
And I will venture, though I fall or tire. 


K. AUG 


= e@ > — — — 2 


Book 4. Emblemes. 
S. AUGU ST. Ser. 15. de verb. Apoſt. 


Be always diſpleaſed at what thou art, if thou | 
attain to what thou art not : for where 8 1 . 
ſelf, there thou abideſt. But if thou ſayeſt, I haue enough, thou 
periſheſt # Always add, always walk, always proceed; neither 
ſtand ſtill, nor go back, nor deviate : He that ſtandeth ftill 
proceedeth not; He goeth back that continueth not; He de. 


viateth, that revolteth; He goeth better that creep : 
way, than he that runneth out of his * TE el in his 


1 EPIG. 3. 

ear not, my Soul, to loſe for want of cunning; 
. Heav'n is not always got b ——— 
7 oughts are ſwifr, although thy * be ſlow; 


ue love will creep not having ſtrengrh to go. 
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ſy fb trembleth for fear of thee,ud Tam 
afraid of thy judgment. 


Et others boaſt of luck, and go their wass 
With their fair game; know vengeance ſeldom plays 
To be too forward, bur doth wiſely frame | 
Her backward Tables. for an after-game : 
She gives thee leave to venture many a blot; 
And, for her own advantage, hits thee nor; 
But when her pointed Tables are made fair, 
That ſhe be ready for thee, then beware 
Then, if a neceſſary blor.be ſer, ., ':, 
She hits thee; wins the Game; perchance the ſet: 
It proſp'rous chance make thy caſting high, 
Be wiſely temp rate; caſt a ſerious eye 
On after-dangers, and keep back thy game; 
Too forward ſeed · times make thy harveſt lame. 
It left-hand Fortune give thee left-hand chances 
be wiſely patient; ler not envious glances 
Repine to view thy gameſters heap fo far 
The hindmoſt hound takes oft the doubling Hare. 
„be Worlds great Dice are falſe ; ſomerimes they go 
Extreamly high. ſomerimes extreamly low: 
Of all her gameſters he that plays the leaſt, _ 
Lives moſt at eaſe, plays moſt ſecure and beſt: 
The way to win, is to play fair, and ſwear 
Thy ſelf a ſer vant to the Crown of fear: 


I 


O 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


o 
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Fear is the primer of a Gameſters skill: 

W ho fears not Bad ſtands maſt unarm'd to 1Il. 
The Ill that's wiſely fear'd, is half withſtood ; 
And fear of Bad is the beſt foyl to Good, 

True Fear's th' Elixir, which in days of old 
Turn'd Leaden Croſſes into Crowns of Gold: 

The Worlds the Tables; Stakes, Eternal life ; 
The Gameſters, Heav'n and I; Unequal ſtrife! . 
My Fortunes are my Dice, whereby I frame 
My indiſpoſed Lite : This Life's the Game; 

My fins are ſev'ral Blots; the Lookers on 
Are Angels; and in death the Game is done. 
Lord, I'm a Bungler, and my Game doth grow 
Still more and more aug my Dice run low: 
The Stakes are great; my careleſs Blots are many: 
And yet thou paſſeſt by and hir'ft not any: 

Thou art too ſtrong; and I have none to guide me 
With the leaſt jog; the lookers on deride me: 

It is a Conqueſt undeſerving Thee, 

To win a ſtake from ſuch a Worm as me: 
have no more to loſe; If we perſever, 

' Tis loft: and that once Joſt Fm loſt for ever. 
Lord, wink at faults, and be not too fevere, 
And I will ply my Game with grearer fear ; 

O give me Fear, ere Fear has paſt her date: 


Whoſe blot being hit, then fears, fears tken too late. 
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S. BE RN. Ser. 54. in Cant. 


There is nothing ſo effectual to obtain Grace, to retain 
Grace, and to regain Grace, as always to be found before God 
not overwiſe; but to fear: Happy art thou if thy heart be re- 
pleniſhed with three fears; a fear for received Grace, a grea- 
ter fear for loſt Grace, a greateſt fear to recover Grace. 


S. AUGUS T. ſuper Pſal. : 


Preſent fear begetteth Eternal [ ecurity Fear God, which 
it above all, and no need to fear man at all. 


EPIG. 4. | 


Lord, ſhall we grumble, when thy flames do ſcourge us: 
Our fins breath fire; that fire returns to purge us. 
rd, whar an Alcymiſt art thou; whoſe skil 
N. Tranſmures to perfeR ous from perfect ill: 
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Turn away mine eyes from regerding vanity. 


BY 
row like the threds of flax 


That touch the flame, are my iuflim d deſires! 


How like to yielding wax 

My foul diffolves before theſe wanton fires! 
The fire bur touch'd, the flame but felt, 
Like flax, I burn; like wax, I. melt, . 

2 

0 how this fleſh doth draw _ 

My fetter d ſoul to that deceitful fire! 
And how the eternal Law 

| baffled by the law of my deſire! 
How truly bad, how ſeeming good _ 
Are all 5 laws of enn and blood! 5 


0 W ſtate of men, 15 
The hight of whoſe ambition is to borrow 


What muſt be paid again 
With griping int'reſt of the next days forrow! 


How wild his thoughts * How apt to range! 


How apt to vary! Apt to change! : 


4 
How intr lente and nice | 
l mans perplexed way to mans defire ? 
Sometimes upon the ice 
lie ſlips, and ſometimes falls into the fire; 3 
His progreſs is extreame and bold, 


Or * hot, or very e _ 


* 


ro pom — — — — 
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The common fogd he doth 
Suftain his ſoul-tormenting thoughts withal, 
Is honey in his mouth - 
To night, and in his heart to morrow gall; 
'Tis oftentimes, within an hour, 
Both very ſweet and very ſowre. 


6 


„ wm. tw 


If ſweet Corinna ſmile, ? 
A Heav'n of joy breaks down into his heart: , 
Corinna frown a while, 7 
Hells tor ments are but copies of his ſmart. 
Within a luſtful heart doth dwell 6 


A ſeeming Heav'n, à very Hell. 


Tr 


Thus worthleſs, yain, and void | 
Of comfort, are the fruits of earths employment, 

Which ere they be enjoy'd : 
Diſtra& us, and deſtroy us in th enjoyment; 

Theſe be rhe pleaſures that are priz d, 

When Heav'ns cheap pen worth ſtands deſpis'd. 


| 3 


Lord, quench theſe haſty flaſhes, 
Which dart as lightning from the thund' ring skies, 
And ev'ry minute dathes „ 
Againſt the wanton windows of mine eyes: 
Lord, clofe the caſement, whilſt I ſtand: 
Behind the curtain of thy hand, 


S. AUGUST 


207 


S8. AUGUST. Solilog. cap. 4. 


0 thou Sun that illuminateth both Heaven and Earth Vo 
be unto thoſe eyes which do not behold thee: Wo be unto thoſe 
blind eyes which cannot behold thee : Wo be unto thoſe which 
turn away their eyes that they will not behold thee : Wo be unto 
thiſe that turn away their eyes that they may behold vanity. 


\ 


S. CHRIS. ſup. Mar. 19. 


hat is the evil woman but the enemy of friendſhip, an un- 
avidable pain, a neceſſary miſchief,a natural tentation, a de- 
ſirable calamity, a domeſtick danger, a delectable inconve- 
_ and the nature of evil, painted over with the colour of 
goed. f | 


EPIG. 5. | 


'Tis vain, great God, to cloſe mine eyes from ill, 
When I reſolve to keep the old man ſtill; 
My rambling heart muſt covenant firſt with thee, 
T. Or none can paſs betwixt mine eye and me. 
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W 
ESTHER 7.3. 


If I have found favour in thy froht, and if 
it pleaſe the King, let my life be given 


ons 


me at my petition. 


T2 art the Great Aſſuerus, whoſe command 
1 Doth ſtretch from Pole to Pole; the world's thy 
Rebellious Vaſbti's the corrupted Will. (Land; 
Which being call'd, refuſes to fulfil | 
Thy juſt command; Efther, whoſe tears condole 
The raz'd City's, the regen rate Soulz' _ / | 
A captive maid, whom thou wilt pleaſe to grace 
With nuptial Honours in ſtout Vaſhti's place: 
Her kinſman, whoſe unbended knee did thwart 
Proud Haman's glory, is the fleſnly part: | 
The ſober Eunuch, that recall'd to mind 
The new built gibbet (Haman had divind 
For his own ruin) fifty cubits high, : 
is luſtful-rhoughrt-controlling chaſtity; 

Inſulring Haman is that fleſhly luſt 
Whoſe red-hot fury, for a ſeaſon, muſt 
Triumph in pride, and ſtudy how to tread 
On Mordecai, till royal Eſther plead; 5 
Great King, thy ſent for Vaſhti will not come; 
O ler the oyl o'rh* bleſſed Virgins womb A, 
Cleanſe my poor Eſther; look, O look upon her 
With gracious eyes; and let thy Beam of honour 
So ſcour her captive ſtains, that ſhe may prove 
An holy Object of thy Heavenly love: 


Anoint 


| 
| 
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Anoint her with the Spiknard of thy graces, 


Then try the ſweerneſs of her chaſt embraces : 
Make her the partner of thy nuptial bed, 
And ſet thy Royal crown upon her head; 

If then ambirious Haman chance to ſpend 

His ſpleen on Zfordecai, that fcorns ro bend 
The wilful ſtifneſs of his ſtubborn knee, 

Or baſely crouch to any Lord bur thee; 

If weeping Efther ſhould prefer a groan. 
Before the high tribunal Throne, 

Hold forth thy Golden ſcepter, and afford 
The gentle audience of a gracious Lord: 

And let thy Royal Eſther be poſſeſt 

Of half thy Kingdom, ar her dear requeſt: 
Curb Tuſttul Haman; him that would d iſgrace, 
Nay, raviſn thy fair Queen before thy face : 
And as proud #H:man was himſelf enſnar'd 

On that felf-gibber that himſelf prepar'd ; 

So nail my luſt, both punifhmenr and guilr, | 
On that dear Croſs chat mine own luſts have built. 


S. AUGUST: 


een 


FP 


Book 4 Fable. 21 


s. AUGUST. in Ep. 


O holy ſyirit, always inſpire me with holy wr be. Conſtrain 


me, that I may do ; Counſel me, that I may love thee; Con- 


firm me, that I may hold thee ; Conſerve me, that I may 
not loſe thee, 


s. AUGUST. ſup. Joan, 


The /pirit Iuſts where the fleſh reſteth : For 9s the fleſh is 
nouriſhed with ſweet thing s, the Spirit is refreſhed with ſowre, 


Ibidem. 


Wouldft thou that thy fleſh obey thy ſpirit ? Then let thy 
ſpirit obey thy God. Thou muſt be governed, that thou mayſt - 


£9veErn, | 


Of Mercy and Juſtice is thy Kingdom built; 
This plagues my fin; and that removes my guilt ; 
When e're ] ſue, Aſker like decline 

Thy Scepter; Lord, ſay, Half my Kingdom's thine, 
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vn. 


| CANTICLES7. 1. 


6.7} 


Come, my beloved, let us go forth into the 
field, and let us remain in the villages. 


T 
3 


1 
a 


Chriſt. B a. ? 1 m 1 3 Soul. , 
Chr.” Ome, Come, my dear, and let us both retire 
And whiff the dainties of the. fragrant field: 
Where warbling Phil mel, and the.ſbrillmourh'd quire 
Chaunc forth their raptures; where the Turtle builds 
Her lovely neſt; and where the new born brier 
Breathes forth the Sweerneſs that her Ajril yields: 
Come, come, my lovely fair, and let us try 
Theſe rural delicates; where thau and 1 
May melt in private flames, and fear no ſtander by. 


. 


Soul. My hearts eternal joy, in lieu of whom | 
The earth's a blaſt, and all the world's a bubble; 
Our City- manſion is the faireſt home, 5 
But Country ſweets are ting'd with leſſer trouble: 
Let's try them both, and chuſe the better; come; 
A 8 in pleaſure, makes the pleaſure double; 
On thy commands depends my go or tarry, 
| FI ſtir with Martha, or I'll ſtay with Mary: 
Our hearts are firmly fir, although her pleaſures vary. 
Chr. 


— 
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Chr. Our Country- manſion (ſituate on high) 
With various Objects, ſtill renews delight; 
Her arched roof's of uiſtain'd Ivory: 
Her walls of fiery- ſparkling Chryſolyre ; 
Her pavement is of hardeſt Porphyry; 
Her ſpacious windows are all glaz'd with bright 
And flathing Carbuneles ; no need require 
Nins faint rays, or Videar's feeble fite ; 
And ev'ry Gare's a Pearl; and every Pearl entire. 


4 


Son. Fool that I was! how were my thoughts deceiv'd! 
flo falſly was my fond conceit pofleſt! 
1 took it for an Hermitage but pavC e 
And daub'd with neighb'ring dirt, and thacht at 


Alas, I ne'er expected more nor ctav d; (beſt. 


A Turtle hop ed but for a Turtles neſt: 
Come, come, my dear, and let no idle ſtay 


Neglect th advantage of the head-ftrong day; ö 
How plea fure grates, that feels che curb of dulldelay!] 


3 


Chr. Come then, my Joy; ler our divided paces 
Conduct us to our faireſt territory; 
O chere well twine our fouls in fweer embraces; 

Soul, And in thine arms Flt tell my paſſion ſtory : 
Chr. O there Fl crown thy head wich alf my graces; 
Soul. And all thefe graces ſhall refle& thy glory: 
ch. O there ll feed thee with celeftiat Manna 

It be thy £/&anah. Soul. And T, thy Haunah, 
c. IH found my trump of joy. S. And III reſound Hoſannah. 


S. BERN. 
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. BERN. 


O bleſſed Conte mplat ion The death of vices, and the life 
of virtues ! Thee the Law and the Prophets admire : Whoever 
attained perfection, if mt by thee / O bleſſed Solitude, the 
Magazine of Celeſtial Treaſure ] by thee things earthly, and 
tranſitory, are changed into Heavenly, and Eternal. 


| S. BERN. in Ep, 


Happy is that houſe,and ＋ lou is that Congregation, where 
Martha ſtil! complaineth of Mary. 


EPIC. 7. 


1h, | Mechanick ſoul, thou muſt not only do 

ah. With Martha, but with Mary, ponder too: 
Happy's that houſe where theſe tair fiſters vary; 

N. But moſt, when Martha's reconcil'd to Mary. 
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vm. 
CANTICLES 1.3. 


Draw ne; we will follw after thee by tie 
Javonr of thy good Oyntments. 


Hus, like a lump of the corrupted Maſs, 
th L lie ſecure, long loſt before I was: 
And like a block, beneath whoſe burthen lies 
That undiſcover'd worm that never dies, 
I have no will to rouze, I have no power to riſe, - 
Can ſtinking Lax n compound or ſtrive 3 
With deaths entangling fetters, and revive? 
Or can the warer-buried Axe implore 
A hand to raiſe it, or itſelf reſtore : 
And from her ſandy deeps approach the dry-foot ſhore? 


So hard's the task for ſinful fleſh and blood 
To lend the ſmalleſt ſtep ro what is good. 

My God, I cannot move the leaſt degree! 

Ah! If but only choſe that active be. 5 
None ſhould thy glory ſee, none ſhould thy glory ſee, 
But if the Potter pleaſe t inform the clay: © . 
Or ſome ſtrong hand remove the block away: 

Their lowly fortunes ſoon are mounted higher; 

, That proves a veſſel, which before was mire 
And this being hewn, may ſerve for better uſe than fire. 


P | Aud 
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And if that life-reſtoring voice command 

Dead Laz'rus forth; or chat great Prophets hand 
Should charm the ſullen waters, and begin 
To beckon or to dart a ſtick but in, 

Dead Laz'rus muſt revive, and th' Axe muſt float again, 


Lord, as I am, I have no pow'r at all 
To hear thy voice, or Echo to thy call; 
The gloomy Clouds of mine own guilt benight me; 
Thy glorious beams, not dainty Tweets invite me; 
They neither can direct; nor theſe at all delight me. 


See how my fin-bemangled body lies, 

Not having pow'r to will, nor will to riſe! _ 
Shine home upon thy Creature, and inſpire 
My lifeleſs Will with thy regen'rate fire; 

The firft degree to do, is only to deſire. 


Give me the power to Will, the Will to do; 
O raiſe me up, and I will ſtrive to go: 

Draw me, O draw me with thy trebble twiſt, 

That have no pow'r but mecrly to reſiſt ; | 
O lend me ſtrength to do, and then command thy liſt! 


My Soul's a Clock, whoſe wheels (for want of uſe 
And winding up, being ſubject to the abuſe 
Of eating rift) wants vigour to fulfil 
Her twelve hours task, and ſnew her makers skill, 
But idly Heeps unmov d, and ſtandeth vainly (till, 


Great God, it is thy work, and therefore good, 
It chou be pleasd to cleanſe it wich thy blood, 

And wind it up with thy ſoul moving keys, 
Her bufie wheels ſhall ſerve thee all her days; (praiſe, 
Her hand fhall point thy pow'r, her hammer ſtrike th) 


8. BERN. 
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Book 4. 
S. BE RN. Serm. 21. in Cant. 


Let us run, let us run but in the ſavour of thy Ointment, not 
L in the confidence of our merits, nor in the greatneſs of our 
ſtrength : We truſt to run, but in the multitude of thy mercies, 
for though we run and are willing, it is not in him that wi I- 
eth, nor in him that runneth, but in God that ſheweth mercy. 
O let thy mercy return, and we will run: Thou like a Gyant, 
runneſt by thy own power; we; unleſs thy Ointment breath 
upon us, cannot run. 8 5 | | 


ſi! 


27 EPI. 8. „ 
uſe, Look not, my Watch, being once repair d to ſtand 
y Expecting motion from thy Maker's hand, 
H'as wound thee up, and cleans'd thy Cogs with blood: 
N-. If now thy wheels ſtand "= thou att not good, 
. f 
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Book 4. Emblemes. a 
IX. | 


O that thau wert as m Brother that ſucked 
the breaſts of my mother; when I ſhould 
find thee without, I would kiſs thee. 


. 


Ome, come, my bleſſed Infant, and immure ghe 
Within che temple of my ſacred arms; 
Secure mine arms, mine arms ſhall then ſecure thee 
From Herod's fury, or the High-Prieſts harms: 
Or if thy danger'd life ſuſtain a loſs, 
My folded arms ſhall turn thy dying croſs. 


4 


S.*. 


But ah; what ſavage Tyrant can behold 
The beauty of ſo ſweer a face as this is, 
And not himſelf be by himſelf controul'd, 
And change his fury to a thouſand kifles ? 5 
One ſmile of thine is worth more Mines of treaſure 
Than there be Myriads in the days of Ceſar. 


© had the Tetrarch, as he knew thy birth, 


So known thy ſtock, he had not thought to paddle 
In thy dear blood; but proſtrate on the earth 
Had veil'd his Crown before thy Royal Cradle, 
And laid the Scepter of his glory down, 
And begg'd a Heavenly for an Earthly Crown. 
FW Þ 2 Inluſtrious 
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4 

Illuſtrious Babe! How is thy handmaid grac'd 
With a richarmful! How doſt thou decline 

Thy Majeſty, that wert ſo late embrac'd 

In thy great Fatheis arms, and now in mine! 


How humbly gracious art thou, to refreſh 
_ Me with thy Spirit, and aſſume my fleſh ! 
\ 4 5 
But muſt the treaſon of a traitour's Hail 
Abuſe the ſweerneſs of theſe ruby lips? 
Shall marble hearted cruelty aſſail 
Theſe Alabaſter fides with knotted whips? 


And muft rhefe ſmiling Roſes entertain 
The blows of ſcorn, and flurts of baſe difdain ? 


6 


Ah! Muſt theſe dainty little ſprings that twine 
So faſt about thy neck, be pierc'd and torn 
With ragged nails? And muſt theſe brows reſign 
Their Crown of Glory for a Crown of thorn ? 
Ah, muſt the blefled infant taſte the pain 
Of deaths injurious pangs; nay worſe, be ſlain ? 


9 
Sweet Babe! Ar what dear rates do wretched 1 


Commit a fin } Lord, ev'ry ſin's a dart; 
And ev'ry treſpaſs lets a javelin the ; 


- Andeyvry javelin wounds thy bleeding heart: 


Pardon, ſweet Babe, what I have done amiſs ; 
And ſeal that granted pardon with a kiſs. 


—_— Emblemes, Book 4. 
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Book 4. Eulemer. 
S. BONAVEN r. Soliloqu. Cap. 1. 


O ſweet Jeſu, I knew not that thy kiſſes were ſo ſweet, nor 
thy ſociety ſa delectable, nor thy attract ion ſo virtuous : Fir 
n hen I love thee, I am clean; when I touch thee, I am chaſte; 
when I receive thee, I am aVirgin : O'moſt ſweet Feſu, thy 
embraces defile not, but cleanſe; thy attraction polluteth not, 
but ſan#ifieth : O Feſu the fountain of univerſal. ſweetneſs, 
pardon me that I believed ſo late, that ſo much ſweetneſs is 
IL. ee 5 


| | EPIG. 9. 
My burthen's greateſt: Let nor Atlas boaſt; 
Impartial Reader, judge which bears the moſt : 
He bears but Heav'n, my folded arms ſuſtain , 
Heav'ns maker, whom Heav'ns Heav'n cannot contain. 
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Book Eri, 255 
CANTICLES3. x. 


In wy bed by wight I ſonght bio that my fout 
loveth ; I ſought him, but I found him 
%% en 


He learned Cynick having loſt the way 
To honeſt men, did in the keight of day, 
By Taper-light divide his ſteps about 781 
The peopled ſtreets to find this dainty out; 2 
But fail'd: The Cynick ſearch'd not where he ought, 
The ching he fought for, was not where he ſought. 
The Wiſe- mens task ſeem'd harder to be done, 
The Wiſe- men did by Star- light ſeek the Sun, 
And found: The Wiſe - men ſearch'd it were they oughr 
The thing: they hop'd to find was were they ſought. 
One ſeeks his wiſhes where he ſnould; but then 
Perchance he ſeeks not as heſhould, nor when. 
Another ſearches when he ſhould ; bur there 
He fails; nor ſeeking as he ſhould, nor where. 
Whoſe ſoul defires the good it wants, and would 
Obrain, muſt ſeek Where, As, and When he ſhould. 
How often have my wild affections led 
My waſted foul to this my widow'd bed 
To ſeek my lover, whom my ſoul deſires? 
(I ſpeak not, Cupid, of thy wanton fires : 
Thy fires are all but dying ſparks ro mine; 
My flames are full of Heav'n, and all Diyive) 
How often have I ſought this bed by night, 
To find that greater by this leſſer light? 
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226  Emblemes. Book 4, || E 
How oft have my unwitneſs'd groans lamented 
Thy deareſt abſence! Ah, how often vented 
The bitter tempeſts of deſpairing breath, 
And toſt my ſoul upon the waves of death! 
How often has my melting heart made choice 1 
Of ſilent tears (tears louder than a voice) 14 
To plead my grief, and wooe thy abſent ear! S / 
And yet thou wilt not come, thou wilt not hear. if 
O is thy wonted love become ſo cold! | ſe 
Or do mine eyes not ſeek thee where they ſhould ! n 
Why do I feck thee, if thou art not here? t 
Or find thee not, if thou art ev'ry where? J 


I ſee my errour, it is not ſtrange I could not 
Find outmy love : I ſought him where I ſhould nor, 
Thou art not faund: in downy beds of cafe ; - 
Alas, thy mufick ſtrikes on harder keys: 
Nor art thou found by that falſe feeble light | 
Of Natures candle, our Egyprian tight 

Is more than common darkneſs nor can we 
Expect a morning but what breaks from thee, 
Well may my empty bed bewail thy lo, _ 
When thou art lodg'd upon thy fhameful crofs : 
Af chou refuſe to ſhare a bed with me, 
we'll never part, Fll ſhare a croſs with thee, 


Ly 


1 


ANSELM: 


Bock 4. Emblemes. 227 


ſent ? If every where, why do I not ſee thee preſent ? Thou 


ANSELM. in Prorolog. 1. 
Lord, if thou art not preſent, where ſhall I ſeek thee ab- 


dwelleſt in light inacceſſible; and where is that inacceſſible 
light? Or how ſhall I have acceſs to light inacceſſible 2 I be- 
ſeech thee, Lord, teach me to ſeek thee, and ſhew thy ſelf to the 
ſeeker; becauſe Ican neither (eek thee, unleſs thou teach me, 
nor find thee, unleſs thou ſhew thy ſelf to me + Let me ſeek 
thee, in deſiring thee, and deſire thee in ſeeking thee : Let 
me find thee in loving thee, and love thee in finding thee. 
% 0 c 


| E P 1 G. TOs 
Where ſhouldſt thou ſeek for reſt, bur in thy bed? 
But now thy reſt is gone, thy reſt is fled: | 
Tis vain ro ſeek him there: My ſoul be wiſe; 
Eo ask thy fins, they'll tell thee where he lies. 
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Book 4. Emblemes. + 
XI. 
CANTICLES 3. 2. 

I will riſe, and go about the Gity, and will 


ſeek him that my ſoul loveth : I ſought 


him, but ¶ found him not. 


OW my diſappointed ſoul's perplext ! | 
How reſtleſs thoughts ſwarm in my troubled breaſt! 
How vainly pleasd with hopes, then croſly vexr 
With fears! And how betwixt them both diſtreſt! 
What place is left unranſack d? Oh, where next 
Shall I go ſeek the Author of my reſt ? | 
Of what bleſsd Angel ſhall my lips enquire 
The undiſcover'd way to that entire 
And everlaſting ſolace of my hearts defire ? 


2 


Look how the ſtricken Heart that wounded flies 

Oe'r hills and dales and ſeeks the lower grounds 
For running ſtreams, the whilſt his weeping eyes 
Beg ſilent mercy from the following Hounds ; . 
At length, emboſt, he droops, drops down, and lies 
Beneath the burthen of his bleeding. wounds: 
* Ev'n fo my gaſping ſoul, diflolv'd in tears, 


Doth ſearch for thee, my God, whoſe deafned ears, 


Leave me th'unranſom'd Pris ner to my panick fears. 
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3 


Where have my buſie eyes not pry'd? O where, 

Of whom hath nor my thred - bare tongue demanded? | 

I ſearch'd this glorious City; he's not here: ' 
I ſoughr the Country; ſhe ſtands empty handed; | 

I ſearch'd the Court; he is a ſtranger there: 
I ask'd the land; he's ſnipp d: the ſea; he's landed: | 

I climb'd che air, my thoughts began rafpire ; 
But ah! che wings of my too bold deſire, 
Soaring too near the Sun, where ſindgid with ſacred fire. 


4 | = 


I mov'd the Merchants ear; alas, but he 
Knew neither whar I faid, nor what to ſay : 
I asked the Lawyer, he demands a fee, 

And then demurs me with a vain delay : 
T ask'd the Schoolman, his advice was free, 

But ſcor'd me our too intricate a way: N 

I ask'd the Watch- man (beſt of all the four) 

Whoſe gentle anſwer could reſolve no more, 
But that he lately left him at the Temple door. 


3 


Thus having ſought, and made my great inqueſt 
In ev'ry place, and fearch'd in ev'ry ear: 
I threw me on my bed; but ah! my reſt . 
Was poiſon'd with th' extremes of grief and fear, 
Where looking down into my troubled breaſt, 
The Magazine of wounds, I found him there : 
Let others hunt, and ſhew their ſporrful Art; 
I wiſh to catch the Hare before ſhe ſtart, 
As Poachers uſe to do; Heay'ns Form's a troubled heart. Þ | 


P 


KY 


Bock 4. Emblemes. oe 


fooliſh Virgins ramble abroad, ſeek thou thy Love at home · 


S. AM BROS. lib, 3. de Virg. 


Cphriſt is not in the market, nor in the ſtreets: For Chriſt is 
Peace, in the market are ftrifes : Chriſt is Fuſtice, in the 
markers is iniquity : Chriſt is a Labourer, in the market is 
idleneſs : Chriſt is Charity, in the market is ſlander : Chriſt 
is Faith, in the market is fraud. Let us not therefore ſeek 


Chriſt, where we cannot find Chriſt. : 


S. HIEROM. Ser. 9. Ep. 22. ad Euſtoch. 


Feſus is jealous : He will nit have thy face ſeen : Let 


EPIG. IT. 
What, loſt thy love? will neither bed nor board 
Receive him? Not by tears to be implor'd? | 
It is the Ship that moves, and not the Coaſt ; 
L fear, I fear, my ſoul, tis thou art loſt. | 
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RD 
CAN TICLES 3. > 


Have you ſeen. him whom my Soul loveth ? 
Ihen Thad paſt a little from them, then 
I found him, I took hold on him, and leſt 
him not. 
5 > 2. e MA $42 . 
Hat ſecret corner ? what unwonted way : 
'Y Y Hasſcap'd the ranſack of my rambling thought? 
The Fox by night, for the dull Owl by day, 
Have never ſearch'd thoſe places I have ſought. 
Whilſt they lamented, abſence taught my breaſt _ 
The ready road to grief, without requeſt \ | 
My day had neither comfort, nor my night had reſt. 


2 


How hath my unregarded language vented 
The ſad tautologies of laviſh paſſion; 
How often have I languiſh'd uglamented!, 
How oft have I complain'd, without compaſſion !. 
J ask'd the City-watch, but ſome deny'd me 
The common ſtreet, whilſt others would miſguide me, 
Some would debar me; ſome, divert me; ſome, deride me. 


5 ; : „ „„ 
Mark how the Widow'd Turtle, having loſt 
The faichful Parcner of her loyal hearr, 
Stretches her feeble wings from coaſt ro coaſt, ; 
Haunts ev'ry path; thinks every ſhade dorh part 
Her abſent Love, and her; at length unſped, 

She re- betakes her to her lonely bed, | 
And there beyails her everlaſting Widow-head, 


Q 80 


234 Emblems. ock 4. 


| 4 
So when my ſoul had. progreſt ev'ry place, 
That love and dear affection could contrive, 
I threw me on my couch, reſolv'd © embrace 
A death for him in whom I ceas'd to live: 
Bur there injurious Hymen did preſent 
His landskip joys; my pickled eyes did vent 
Full ſtreams of Briny tears, tears never to be ſpent. 


3 | 
W hilſt thus my ſorrow - waſting ſoul was feeding 
Upon the rad cal humour of her thought, 
Ev'n whilſt mine eyes were blind, and heart was bleeding 
He that was ſought, un found, was found, unſought 
As if the Sun ſhould dart his orb of light 
Into the ſecrets of the black-brow'd nighr : 
Ev'n fo appear'd my Love my ſole, my foul's delight. 


6 


O how mine Eyes now raviſh'd at the fight 
Ot my bright Sun-ſhor flames of equal fire! 
Ah! How my ſoul diflolv'd with oer: delight, 
Io re- enjoy the Crown of chaſt defire ! 
How ſov'reign joy depos'd and diſpoſſeſt 
Rebellious grief! And how my raviſh'd breaſt — 
But who can preſs thoſe heights, that cannot be expreſt ? 


2 


O how theſe arms, theſe greedy arms did twine, 
And ſtrongly twiſt about his yielding waſt ! 
The ſappy branches of the Theſpian Vine, 
Ne'er cling'd their leſs beloved Elm ſo faſt; 
Boaſt not thy flames, blind boy, thy feather'd ſhot ; 
Let Hymens eaſie ſnarls be quite forgot: | 
Time cannot quench our fires,nor death diflolve out knot. 


ORIG 


; 


ORIG. Hom. Io. in diyerſ. 


O moſt holy Lord, and ſweeteſt Maſter, how good art thou 

to thoſe that are. of upright heart, and humble ſpirit ! O how 
bleſſed are they that ſeek thee with a ſimple heart ! How hap- 
py that truſt in thee / It is a moſt certain truth, that thou 
ſoveſt all that love thee, and never forſakeſt thoſe that truſt 
in thee : For behold thy Love ſimply ſought thee, and un- 
doubtedly found thee : She truſted in thee, and is not forſa- 
ken of thee, but hath obtained more by thee, than ſhe expect. 

ed from thee. 
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| 
| 
| 


18 e B E D Ain cap. 3. Cant. [| 
The longer I was in finding whom I fought the more earneſi. 
ly T held him being found. * | | 
EPI. 12. 


t; What? found him out? ler ſtrong embraces bind him; 
| He'll fly perchance, where tears can never find him, 
or, | New fins will loſe, what old repentance gains, 
Wiſdom not only gets, but got retains, 
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XIII. |: 
PSALM 72. 28. 


It is good for me to draw near to God, I have 
put my truſt. in the Lord God. 


A 7Here is that Good, which wiſe-men pleaſe to call 
The chieſeſt? Doth there any ſuch befal 


Within mans reach? or is there ſuch a Good at all? 


Tf ſuch there be, it neicher muſt expire, 
Nor change; than which there can be nothifig higher: 
duch good muſt be the utter point of man's deſire. 


Ir is the Mark, to which all hearts muſt tend; 
Can be deſired for no other end. : 
Than for it ſelf, on which all other Goods depend. 


What ma this Exgellent be? doth it ſubſiſt 
A real Efſence clouded in the midſt. 
Of curious Art, or clear roev'ry eye that liſt? 


Or is'c a tart Idea, to procure DR 
An edge, and keep the practick ſoul in ure, 
Like that dear Chymick duſt, or puzling Quadrature ? 


Where ſhall I ſeek this? Where ſhall I find 
This Cath' lick pleaſure, whoſe extremes may bind 
My thoughts? and fill the gulf of my inſatiate mind? 


Lies it in Treaſure ? In full heaps untold ? 
Doth gouty Mammon's griping hand infold _ 
his facred Saint in ſacred ſhrines of ſov'reign gold? 


43 | No, 


238 Embleme c. Book 4. 
No, no ſhe lies not there; wealth often ſours 


In keeping; makes us hers, in ſeeming ours; 
She ſlides from heaven indeed, but not in Danae's ſhowers, 


Lives ſne in honour? no. The Roya! Crown 
Builds up a creature, and then batters down: | 
Kings raife thee witha ſmile, and raze thee with a frown, 


In pleaſure ? no. Pleaſure begins in rage; 
Acts the fools part on earth's uncertain ſtage; 
Begins the play in youth, and Epilogues in age. 


Theſe, theſe are baſtard goods; the beſt of theſe 
Torment the ſoul with pleaſing it, and pleaſe, 
Like water's gulp'd in fevers with deceitful caſe. 


Earth's flatt'ring dainties are but ſweet diſtreſſes: 
Mole- hills perform the mountains ſhe profeſſes, 


Alas, can earth confer more good than earth poſſeſſes? 


Mount, mount, my ſoul, and jet my thoughts caſhier 
Earth's vain delights, and make the full carier 
At Heav'ns eternal joys; ſtop, ſtop, thy Courfer there. 


There ſhall thy ſoul poſſeſs uncareful treaſure, 
There ſhalt thou ſwim in never fading pleaſure : 
And blaze in honour far above the frowns of Ceſar. 


Lord, if my hope dare let her anchor fall 
On thee, the chiefeſt Good, no need to call 
For earths inferiour traſh; Thou, thou art All in All. 


S AUGUST. 


4 
4 
7 
7 


©, tees 
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| Book 4: Emblemes. 239 
S. AUGUST. Soliloqu. cap, 13. 


T follow this thing, Tpurſue that, but I am filled with no- 
thing. But when I found thee, who art that immutable, indi- 
vided, and only good in my ſelf, what I obtained, I wanted 
not; for what Tobta'ned not, I grieved not; with what I 
was poſſeſt, my whole deſire was ſatisfied. | | 


S. BERN, Ser. 9. ſap, Beati qui habent, &c. 


Let others pretend merit; let him brag of the burthen of 
the day; let him boaſt of his Sabbath faſts, and let him 
glory that he is not as other men : but for me, it is good to 
cleave unto the Lord, and to put my truſt in my Lord God. 


er 


i EPI. 13. 
Let Brea blaſts, and Neptune's waves be join d, 
Thy Zolis commands the waves, the wind: 
2 Fear not the Rocks or Worlds imperious waves; 
Thou climb'ſt a Rock (my ſoul) a rock that faves, 
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XIV. 
CANTICLES 2. 3. 


T ſat under his ſhadow with great delight, 
and his fruit was ſweet to my taſte. 


T 


Ook how the ſheep, whoſe rambling ſteps do ſiray 
From the ſafe bleſſing of her Shepherds eyes, 
Efr ſoon becomes the unprotected prey 
Io the wing'd Squadron of beleagring flies; 
Where ſweltered with the ſcorching beams of day, 
She frisks from buſh to brake, and N flies away 
| From her own ſelf, ey'n of her ſelf afraid; 
She ſhrouds her troubled brows in ev'ry glade, 
And craves the mercy of the ſoft removing ſhade, 


2 


Ev'n ſo my wandring ſoul, that hath digreſt 
From her great Shepherd, is the hourly prey 
Of all my fins. Theſe vultures in my breaſt _ 
:  Gripe my Promethean heart; both night and day 
I hunt from place to place, bur find no reſt; | 
I know not where to go, nor where to ſtay : 
The eye of vengeance burns, her flames invade 
My ſwelt'ring foul: My ſoul hath oft affay'd, ' 
Yer ſhe can find no ſhroud, but can ſhe feel no ſhade ? 


1 
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3 


T ſought the ſhades of Mirth, to wear away 
My flow pac'd hours of foul-confuming grief; 
I ſearch'd the ſhades of ſleep, to caſe my day 
Of griping ſorrows with a nights reprieve, 
J ſought the ſhades of death ; thought there t'allay 
My final rorments with a full relief: 
But mirth, nor ſleep, nor death, can hide my hours 
In the falſe ſhades of their deceitful bow'rs ; 
The firſt diſtracts, che next diftatbs, the laſt devours. 


4 


where ſhall I turn? To whom ſhall I apply me? 


Are there no ſtreams where a faint Soul may wade? 
Thy God-head, Jeſus, ate the flames that fry me; 
Hath thy All-glorious Deity never a ſhade, 
Where I may fit and vengeance never eye me, 
Where I might fit refreſh'd or unafraid? 
Is there no comfort? Is there no refection? 
Is there no cover that will give protection 


T' a fainting ſoul, the ſubject of thy wraths reflection? 


8 


Look up, my ſoul, ad vance the lowly ſtature 
Of thy ſad thoughts; advance thy humble eye: 
See, here's a ſhadow found: The humane nature 
Is made th'Umbella to the Deity, 
To catch the Sun-beams of thy juſt Creator: 
Beneath this covert thou maiſt ſafely lie: 
Permit thine eyes to climb this fruitful tree, 
As quick Zacheus did, and thou ſhalt fee 
A cloud of dying fleſh betwixt thoſe beams and thee. 


GUIL. 


Ny” 3M ” * 


GUIL. in cdp. 2. Cant. 


Who can endure the fierce rays of the Sun of Fuſtice 2 Who 
ſhall not be conſumed by his beams? Therefore the Sun of Ju- 


tice took fleſh, that, through the conjunction of that Sun and 
this humane body a ſhadow may be made. 


| 8. AU GU ST. Med. cap. 37. 


Lord, let my ſoul flee from the ſcorching thoughts of the 
world, under the covert of thy wings, that being refreſhed by 
the moderation of thy ſhadow, ſhe may ſing merrily, In peace 
will I lay me down and reſt, 


„ 


N _ 
EPI G. 14. 
Ah, treach'rous Soul, would not thy pleaſures give 
That Lord, which made the living, leave to live? 
See what thy ſins have done: thy ſins have made 
” The Sun of Glory now become thy ſhade, 
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XV. 
PSALM 137. 4. - 


How ſhall we ſong a ſong of the Lord in a 
ſtrange Land ? 


A* me no more: this airy mirth belongs 

_A To better times: theſe times are not for ſongs. 
The ſprightly twang of the melodious Lute 

Agrees not with my voice: and both unſute 

My untun'd fortunes: the affected meaſure 

of ſtrains, that are conſtrain'd, afford no pleaſure, © 
Muſick's the Child of Mirth; where griefs aſſail 
The Troubled ſoul, both voice, and fingers fail: 
Let ſuch as ravel out their laviſh days, 

In honourable riot; that can raiſe 

Dejected hearts, and conjure up a ſp'rir 

Of madneſs by the Magick of delight; 

Let thoſe of Cupid's Hoſpital, t hat lie 

Impatient Patients to a ſmiling eye, 

That cannot reſt, until vain hope beguile 

Their flatter'd torment with a wanton ſmile: | 
Let ſuch redeem their peace, and ſalve the wrongs, 
Of froward Fortune with their frolick ſongs : 

My grief, my grief's too great for ſmiling eyes 

To cure, or counter-charms to exerciſe. 

The Ravens diſmal croaks, the midnight howls 

Of empty Wolves mixt with the ſcreech of Owls, 
The nine ſad knolls of a dull paſting Bell, 
With the loud language of a nightly knell, 
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And horrid out-cries of revenged crimes, 

Join'd in a medley's muſick for theſe times; 

Theſe are no times to touch rhe merry ſtring 

Of Orpheus; no, theſe are no times to fing, 
Can hide-bound Pris'ners, that have ſpent their fouls, 
And famiſh'd bodies in the noiſome holes 

Ot hell black dungeons, apt their rougher throats, 
Grown hoarſe with begging alms, to warble notes? 
Can the ſad Pilgrim, that harh loſt his way 
In the vaſt deſart; there condemn'd a prey 

To the wild ſubject, or his ſavage King, 

Rouze up his palſie ſmitten ſpirits, and ſing? 

Can IL a Pilgrim, and a Pris'ner too, 

(Alas) where I am neicher known, nor know 
Ought but my torments, an unranfom'd ſtranger 

In this ſtrange climate, in a land of danger? 

O, can niy voice be pleaſant or my hand, 

Thus made a Pris'ner to a forein land? 

How can my muſick reliſh in your ears, 

That cannot ſpeak for ſobs, nor ſing for tears? 
Ah, if my voice could, Orpheus- like, unſpel 

My poor Eurydice, my ſoul, from Hell 

Ot earth's miſconſtru'd Heaven, O then my breaſt 
Should warble airs, whoſe rhapſod ies ſhould feaſt 
The ears of Seraphims, and entertain 

Heav'ns higheſt Deiry with their lofty ſtrain, 

A ſtrain well drench'd in the true Theſpian Well, 
Till then, earths Semiquaver, mirth, farewel. 


8. AUG- 
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s. AUGUST, Med. cap. 33. 


O infinitely happy are thoſe heavenly virtues which are able 
to praiſe thee in holineſs and purity, with exceſſive ſweetneſs, 
and unutterable exultation { From thence they praiſe thee, from 
whence they rejice, becauſe they continually ſee for what they 
rejoice, for what they praiſe thee : But we preſs'd down with 
this burthen of fleſh, far removed from thy countenance in 
this pilgrimage, and blown up with worldly vanities, cannot 
worthily praiſe thee : We praiſe thee by faith; not face to 
face, but thoſe Angelical ſpirits praiſe thee face to face, and 
net by faith. 9 


Did I refuſe to ſing? ſaid I theſe times 


Were not for ſongs? nor muſick for theſe climes ? 
It was my errour : are not groans and tears 


Harmonious raptures in th'Almighty's ears? 
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FIFTH BOOK. 


CANTICLES 5. 8. 


I * you, 0 daughter: of Jernſalem, 1 


| you find my beloved, that you tell him that 
Tam ſi bk * love. 


1 


Ou holy Virgins that ſo oft ſurround - | 
The City's Sapphire walls, whoſe ſnowy leer 
Meaſure the pearly paths of ſacred ground 
And trace the new Feruſalems Jaſper ſtreet; 

Ah, you whoſe care- forſaken hearts are crown'd 
Wich your beſt wiſhes; that enjoy the ſweet 
Of all your hopes : it ere you chance to ſpy 

My abſent Love, O tell him that I lie 
Deep wounded with the Ramme that ſurnac d from his eye: 


TY 


I charge you, Virgins, as you hope to hear | 
The heav'nly muſick of yours Lover's voice; 
I charge you by the ſolemn faith you bear 
To plighred vows, and to that loyal choice 
of your affections, or, if ought more dear 
You hold; by Hymen, by your marriage joys, 
1 charge you tell him that a flaming dart, 
Shot from his eye, hath pierc'd my bleeding heart, 
And I am ſick of love, and 3 in my ſmart. RY 
j e 4 
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33 


Tell him, O tell him, how my panting breaſt 
Is ſcorch'd with flames, and how\my ſoul is pin'd, 
Tell him, O tell him, how I lie oppreſt 1 
With the full tor ments of a troubled mind; 
O tell him, tell him, tliat he loves in jeſt, - 
But I in earneſt; tell him he's unkind : 
But if a diſcontented frown. appears 
Upon his angry brow, accoſt his ears 
With ſofr and fewer words, and act the reſt in tears. 


4 

O tell him, that his cruelties deprive 

My ſoul of peace, while peace in vain ſhe ſeeks; 
Tell him, thoſe. damask roſes that did ſtrive 

With white, both fade upon my fallow cheeks; 
Tell him, no token doth proclaim I live, 

Bur tears, and fighs, and ſobs, and ſudden ſhrieks ; 
Thus if your piercing words ſhould chance ro bore 


lis hearkning ear, and move a ſigh, give o er 
To ſpeak; and tell him, Tell him, that I could no more. 


If your elegious breath ſhould hap to rouze 
A happy tear, cloſe harb'ring in his eye, 
Then urge his plighted faith, the ſacred vows, 
Which neither I can break, nor he deny; 
Bewail the rorment of his loyal ſpouſe, 
That for his ſake would make a ſport to die: 
O bleſſed virgins, how my paſſion tires 
Beneath the burthen of her fond defires ! 
Heav'n never ſhot ſuch flames, earth never felt ſuch fires! 


S. AUGUST, 
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s. AUGUST. Med. cap. 406 


eee 


What ſhall I ſay ? What ſhall I as ? Whither ſhall Jg 
where ſhall I ſeek hm? Or when ſhall 1 find him? Whom 
ſhall T asf: 2 Who will tell. my beloved that I am fi 44 of Love ? 


' GULIEL. in cap. 5. Cant: 
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I live, but not I it is my beloved that liveth in me : I 
love my ſelf, not with my own love, but with the love of my 
beloved that loveth me: I love not m 8 in 10 . my 
ſelf in * and him in me. | 


e 


e. G 

0 
EPIG. 1. 

Grieve not (my ſoul) nor let thy love wax faint, 

＋ Weep'ſt thou to loſe the cauſe of thy complaint: > 
He'll come; Love ne er was bound to times nor laws. 

[ Till then thy rears complain without a cauſe, 
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Book 35. Emblemes. 
II. 
CANTI CLES 2. 5. 


Stay me with flowers, and comfort me with 
apples, for I am ſick with love. 
Tyrant love! how doth thy ſov'reign pow'e 
Subject poor ſouls to thy imperious thrall 1 
They ſay thy cup's compos'd of ſweet and ſowre ; 
They ſay, thy diet's honey mixt with gall; 
How comes it then to paſs, theſe lips of ours 
Still trade in bitter; taſt no ſweer at all? 
O tyrant love! Shall our perpetual toil 
Ne er find a Sabbath to refreſh a while 
Our drooping ſouls? Art thou all frowns,and ne'er a ſmile ? 


2 


You bleſſed Maids of honour that frequent 
The royal courts of our renown'd Jehove, 
With flow'rs reſtore my ſpirits faint and ſpent; 
O fetch me apples from Loves fruitful grove, 

To cool my palate, and renew my ſcent, © 
For I am fick, for I am ſick of love: 
Theſe will revive my dry, my waſted pow'rs, 
And they will ſweeten my unſav'ry hours; 
Refreſh me then with fruit, and comfort me with flow'cs- 


>: 0 
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O bring me apples to aſſwage that fire, 
Which Etna: like inflames my flaming breaſt; 
Nor is it every apple I defire, _ 
Nor that which pleaſes every palate beſt - 
Tis not the laſting Deuzan I require, 
Nor yet the red cheek'd Queening I requeſt : 
Nor that which firſt beſhrew'd the name of wife 
Nor that whoſe beauty caus'd the golden ſtrife; 
No, no, bring me an apple from the tree of life. 


4 


Virgins, tuck up your ſilken laps, and fill ye 
With the ſair wealth of Flora's Magazine; 
The purple violet and the pale. fac'd lily : 
The pancy and the organ colombine; 
The flowring thyme, the gilt-bowl daffadily; 
The lowly pink, the lofty eglantine 
The bluſhing roſe, the queen of flowers, and beſt 
Of Hora's beauty; bur above the reſt, © 
Let Feſſe's ſorereign flower perfume myſqualming breaſt, 


3 


Haſte, Virgins, haſte, for I lie weak and faint, 
Beneath the pangs of love; why ſtand ye mute, 
As it your ſilence neither car'd co grant; 
Nor yet yqur language to deny my ſuit; 
No key can lock the door of my complaint, 
Until I ſmell chis flower, or taſte that fruit? 
Go, Virgins, ſeek this tree, and ſearch that bowr; 
O, how my ſoul ſhall bleſs that happy hour, 
That brings to me ſuch fruit, that brings me ſuch a flower. 


61S TEN. 
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GIST EN. in cap. 2. Cant. Ex poſ. 3. 


O happy ſickneſs, where the infirmity is not to death, but to 
life, that God maybe glorified by it! O Happy fever, that pro- 
ceedeth not from a canſuming, but a calcining fire! O Happy 
diſtemper, wherein the ſoul reliſheth no earthly things, but 


only ſavoureth devine nouriſhment { 


8. B E RN. Serm. 51. in Cant. 


By flowers, underſtand faith; by fruit, goud works ; As the 
flower or bloſſom is before the fruit, ſo is faith before good 
works So neither is the fruit without the flower, nor good 
works without faith. 93 „ 
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Why apples, O my ſoul ? Can they remove 

The pains of grief, or eaſe rhe flames of love? 
It was that fruit which gave the firſt offence; 
That ſent him hither ; that remov'd him hence. 
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| | 

III. | 

CANTICLES 2.16. 0 | 


My beloved is mine, and I ant bies z He fied: 
"th among the lilies. © 


1 


v'n like two little bank. dividing WEE: 4 1 
E That waſh the pebbles with their wanton ſtreams, . 1 
And having rang d and ſearchd a thouſand nooks, - 

* Meer both at length in filver-breaſted Thames, 
Where in a greater currenx they conjoyn: 
80 Imy beſt beloveds am, 1 he is mine. | 


2 | 


Ex n ſo we mex ; and after long TH 
' Ev'n ſo we join d, we both became are 
No need for either to renew a ſuit, 
For I was flax and he was flames of fire. 
Our firm unired ſouls did more than t vine; 
yo 1 * beſt-beloved's am; ſo he is mine. 


3 


If all thoſe glitt ring Monarchs that command 
The ſervile quarters of this earthly ball, 
Should tender, in exchange, their ſnares of land, 
I would not. change my. fortunes for them all : 9 
Their wealth is but a counter to my coyn; | i" 
The 6 5 My 0- cloved' s mine. 


be... 
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Nay more; if the fair Theſpian Lad ies all 
Should heap together their diviner treaſure, 
That treaſure ſhould be deem'd a price too ſmall 
To buy a minutes leaſe of half my pleaſure; 
*F15 not the ſacred wealth of all the nine 
Can buy my heart from him, or his from being mine. 


5 


Nor Time, nor Place, nor Chance, nor Death can bow 
My leaſt defires unto the leaſt remove; 

He's firmly mine by oath; I his by vow; 
He's mine by faich; and I am his by love; 
He's mine by water; I am his by wine; 

Thus I my beſt-beloved's am; thus he is mine. 


6 


He is mine Altar; I, his holy Place; 

I am his gueſt; and he my living food; 

I'm his by penitence, he mine by grace; 

I m his by purchaſe; he is mine by blood; 
He's my ſupporting elm: and I his vine: 

Thus I my beſt-beloved's am; thus he is mine, 


| ; 


5 


Re gives me wealth, I give him all my vows: 
I give him ſongs; he gives me length of days: 
With wreaths of grace he crowns my conqu'ring brows : 
And I his Temples wich a crown of Praiſe, 
Which he accepts an evTlaſting ſign, 
That I my beſt beloveds am; that he is mine. 


S. AUGUST, 


V 
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S. AUGUST, Manu. cap. 24. 


O my ſoul ſtampt with the image of thy God, love him of 


whom thou art ſo much beloved: bend to him that boweth to 
thee, jerk him that ſeeketh thee : Love the lover, by whoſe 
love thou art prevented, begin the cauſe of thy love Be care- 
ful with thoſe that are careful, want with thoſe that want; 
be clean with the clean, and holy with the holy : Chooſe this 
friend above all friends, who when all are taken away, re- 
maineth only faithful to thee : In the day of thy burial, when 
all leave thee, he will not deceive thee, but defend thee from 
the roaring Lions prepared for their prey, © © 


EPIG. 8. | 
Sing, Hymen, to my foul : What? loſt and found! 
Welcom'd, eſpous'd, enjoy d ſo ſoon and crown'd!. 
He did but climb rhe Ctofs, and then came down 
To the gates of hell; triumph'd and ferch'd a Crown. 
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CANTICLES 7. 10. 


T am my Beloveds, and his deſire is towards 
me. | 


T 


Ike to the Artick needle, that doth guide 
The wandring ſhade by his magnetick pow'r, 
And leaves his filken Gnomon to decide 
The queſtion of the controverted hour, 
Firſt franticks up and down, from fide to ſide 
And reſtleſs beats his cryſtal'd Iv'ry caſe, 
Wirh vain impatience; jers from place to place, 
And ſeeks the boſom of his frozen bride, 
At length he ſlacks his motion, and doth reſt 
His trembling point at his bright Poles beloved breaſt, 


2 


Ev'n ſo my ſoul, being hurried here and there, 
By ev'ry object that preſents delight, 
Fain would be ſettled, bur ſhe knows not where; 
She likes at morning what ſhe loaths at night: 
She bows to honour ; then ſhe lends an ear 
To that ſweer ſwan-like voice of dying pleaſure, 
Then tumbtes in the ſcatrer'd heaps of treaſure; 
Now flatter'd with falſe hope; now foyl'd with fear: 
Thus finding all the worlds delight to be 
Bur empty toys, good God, ſhe points alone to —_ 
ut 
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3 
Bur hath the virtued ſteel a poweg to move? 
Or can the untouch'd needle point arighr; 
Or can my wandring thoughts forbear to rove, 
Unguided by the vertue of thy ſp'rit? 
O hath my leaden ſoul the art r improve 
Her waſted talent, and unrais'd, aſpire 
In this ſad moulting time of her defire ? 


Not firſt belov'd have I the power to love; 


I cannor ſtir, but as thou pleaſe to move me, 
Nor can my heart return thee love, until thou love me. 


3 

The ſtill commandreſs of the ſilent night 

Borrows her beams from her bright brothers eye; 
His fair aſpect fills her ſnarp horns with light, 

- If he withdraw her flames are quench'd and die: 
Ev'n fo the beams of her enlightning ſp'ric 
Infus'd and ſhot into my dark deſire, 5 
Inflame my thoughts and fill my ſoul with fire, 

That I am ravifh'd with a new delight; 

But if thou ſhroud thy face, my glory fad es, 
And I remain a Nothing, all compos'd of ſhades. 


7 5 
Erernal God ! O thou that only art 
The ſacred Fountain of eternal light, 
And bleſſed Load-ſtone of my better part, 
O thou my hearts deſire, my ſouls delight, 
Reflect my ſoul, and touch my heart, 


And then my heart ſhall prize no good above thee; 
And then my ſoul ſhall know thee; knowing, love rhee; 


And then my trembling thoughts ſhall never ſtarr 


From thy commands, or ſwerve the leaſt degree, 


Or once preſume to move, but as they move in thee. 


S. AUGUST, 
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ANA 
5 
S. AUGUST. Med, cap. 25. 


If Man can love man with ſo entire affect ion, that the one 
can ſcarce brook the others abſence; if bride can be joined - 
to her bride-groom with ſo great an ardency of mind, that for | "nt 
the extremity of love ſhe can enjoy no reſt, nor ſuffer his 
abſence without great anxiety, with what affection, with 
what fervency ought the ſoul whom thou haſt eſpouſed by faith 
and compaſſion, to love thee her true God, and glorious bride- 


| 
4 
groom: 1 
0 | | 
| 
4% 
| 
| 
| 
bes 
ee; 
| 5 EPIG. 4. | 
ee, My ſoul, thy love is dear: Twas thought a goo 
. and eaſie pen wor th ot thy Saviours blood. 
25 But be not proud; All matters rightly ſcann'd, 
I. Tas over- bought: Twas ſold at ſecond hand. 
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155 
| CANTICLES 5. 6. 


is Soul melted whil t my Beloved foake. 


ord, bad the feeble voice of fleſh and blood 
The power ro work thine ears into a, flood 
Of melted mercy ? or the ſtrength runlock 
The gates of Heav'n, and to diſiolve a rock 
Of marble clouds into a morning ſhow'r? . 
Or hath the breath of whining duſt the pow'r 
To ſtop or ſnatch a falling Thunder. bolt 
From. thy fierce hand, and make thy hand revolr 
From reſolute confufion, and inſtead _ 
Of vials, pour full bleſſings on our head? 
Or ſhall the wants of famiſh'd Ravens cry, 
And move thy mercy to a quick ſupply? 2. 
Or ſhall the ſilent ſuits of drooping flow'rs,  : 
Woo thee for drops, and be refreſh'd with ſhow'rs ? 
Alas, what marvel then, great God, what wonder 
If thy hell-rouzing voice, that ſplirs i in ſunder 
The brazen portals of eternal death; 
What number if that life reſtoring breath 
Which dragg'd me from the interna] ſhades of night, 
Should melt my raviſh'd ſoul with o'er-delight ? 
O can my frozen gutters chooſe bur run, 
Thar feel the warmth of ſuch a glorious Sun ? 
Methinks his language like a flaming arrow _ 
Doth pierce my bones, and melts their wounded marrow. 
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Thy flames, O Cupid (though the joy ful heart 
Feels neither tang of griet, nor fears the ſmart 
Of jealous doubts, but drunk with full deſires) 
Are torments, weigh'd with theſe celeſtial fires; 
Pleaſures that raviſh in ſo high a meaſure, 
That O] languiſh in exceſs of pleaſure : 
What ravifh'd heart that feels theſe melting joys, 
Would not deſpiſe and loath the treach'rous toys 
Of dunghil earth ? What ſoul would nor be proud 
Of wry-mouth'd ſcorns, the worſt that fleſh and blood 
Had rancour to deviſe? Who. would not bear 
The world's derifion with a thankful ear ? 
What palate would refuſe full bowls of ſpight, 
To gain a minutes taſte of ſuch delight? 
Great ſpring of light, in whom there is no ſhade 
Bur what my interpoſed fins have made. 
Whoſe marrow- melting fires admit no ſcreen 
But what my own rebellions put between 
Their precious flames and my obdurate ear? 
Diſperſe this plague - diſtilling cloud, and clear 
My mungy ſoul into a glorious day: 
Tranſplant this ſcreen, remove this bar away, 
Then, then my fluent ſoul ſhall feel the fires 
Ot thy ſweet voice, and my diſſolv'd defires 
Shall turn a ſovreign balfam, to make whole 
Thoſe wounds my fins inflifted on thy ſoul. 


s. AUGUST. 


T. 
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What fire isthis that ſo warmeth my heart 2 What light is 


from thee,moſt holy fire! How ſweetly doſt thou burn? How 
| ſecretly doſt thou ſhine ? How deſirediy doft thou inflame me 


8. AU G U ST. Soliloq. cap. 34. 


this that ſo enlightneth my ſoul ? O fire, that always burneth, 
an1 never goes out, kindle me: O light which ever ſhineſt, und 
art never dar ned, illuminate me: O that I had my heat 


BONAVENT. Stim. amoris, cap. 8. 


It maketh God man, and man God; things temporal, eter- 
nal; mortal, immortal; it maketh an enemy, a friend; 4 
ſervant, a ſin; vile things, glorious; cold hearts, fiery 1 
and hard things; liquid. | 


EPIG. 5. 


* 


My ſoul, thy gold is true, but full of droſs; 
Thy Saviours breath reſines thee with ſome loſs: 
His gentle furnace makes thee pure as true; 
Thou muſt be melted e er _ caſt anew. 
2 
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PSALM 73. 25, _ 
When have 1 in Heeven but thee 2 and what 
deſire I on earth in reſpect of thee ? 


. | 5 


Love (and have ſome cauſe to love) the earth: 
She is my Makers creature; therefore good: 
She is my Mother, for ſhe gave me birth; 
She is my render Nurſe; ſhe gives me food ; | 
But what's a Creature, Lord, compar'd with thee ? 
Or what's my Mother, or my Nurſe to me ? | 


2 


I love the Air, her dainty ſweets refreſn | 
My drooping ſoul, and to new ſweets invite me ; | 
Her ſhrill- mouth'd Choire ſuſtain me with their fleſh, = 
And with their Polyphonian notes delight me: £ | 
But what's the Air, or all the ſweers, thar ſhe 
Can bleſs my foul wichal, compar'd ro thee ? 


3 


I love the Sea: She is my fellow-Creature, 4 

My careful. purveyour ; ſhe provides me ſtore : | 

She walls me round; ſhe makes my diet greater; 

She wafts my treaſure from a foreign ſhore : . 

Bur, Lord of Oceans, when compar'd with thee, 
What is the Ocean, or her wealch to me? 
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4 
To heav'ns high ciry I dire& my journey, 
Whoſe ſpangled ſuburbs enterrain mine eye; 
Mine eye, by contemplations great Attorney, 
Tranſcends the cryſtal pavement of the skie: 
But what is Heav'n, great God, compar'd to Thee? 
Without thy preſence Heav'n's no Heav'n to me. 


N 3 
Without thy preſence Earth gives no refection; 
Without thy preſence Sea affords no treaſure ; 
Without thy preſence Air's a rank infection; 
Without thy preſence Heav'n it ſelf's no pleaſure 
If not poſſeſs'd, if not enjoy d in thee, . 
What's Earth, or Sea, or Air, or Heav'n to me? 
pr 8 


Book 5. 


The higheſt honour that the world can boaſt, 


Are ſubjects far too low for my deſire; 

The brighteſt beams of glory are (at moſt) 

Eut dying ſparkles of thy living fire: | 
The proudeſt flames that earth can kindle, be 
Bur nightly Gloe-worms if compar'd to thee. 

1 

Without thy preſence, Wealth are bags of cares; 

Wiſdom, but folly; Joy, diſquiet ſadneſs: 

ere; is creafon, and Delights are ſnares; 

jeaſures but pain, and Mirth bur pleaſing madneſs: 
Without thee, Lord, things be not what they be, 
Nor have their being, when compar'd with thee. 

| 8 

In having all things, and not thee, what have I? 

Not having thee, vhat have my labours got? 

Let me enjoy but tace what farther crave 1? 


And having thee alone, what have I not? 


I wiſh nor Sea, nor Land; nor would I be 
Poſſeſt of Heav'n, Heav'n unpoſſeſt of thee. 
BONAY, 


>, 
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BONAVEN r. Soliloqu. Cap. I. 


Alas ! My God, now I underſtand (but bluſh to confeſs) 
that the beauty of thy Creatures hath deceived mine eyes, and 
T have not obſerved that thou art more amiable than all the 
Creatures; to which thou haſt communicated but one drop of 
thy ineſtimable beauty : For who hath adorned the Heavens 
with ſtars ? Tho hath ſtored the air with fowl, the waters 
with fiſh, the earth with plants and flowers? But what are 
all theſe tut a ſmall ſpark of divine beauty. | 


§. CAR Y S. Hom. 5. in Ep. ad Rom. 


In having not hing I have all things, becauſe Thave Chrift. 
Having therefore all things in him, TI ſeck no other reward; 
for he « the univerſal reward. | 


| EPIG. 6. 8 
Who would not throw his better thoughts about him, 


And ſcorn this droſs within him; that without him? 


Caſt up (my ſoul) thy cleater eye; Behold, 
it thou be fully melted, the mold. 
; I 7 4 Zh 3 : 
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PSALM 120. 5. 


Woe is me, that I remain in Meſheck, and 
_ dwell in the tents of Kedar ] N 


S Natures courſe diſſolvd? doth times glaſs ſtand ? 
Or hath ſome frolick heart ſer back the hand 
Of Fates perperual Clock? Will't never ſtrike ?_ 
Is crazy Time grown lazy, faint or fick, | 
With very Age? Or hath that great Pair- royal 
Ot Adamantine ſiſters late made trial 4 
Ot ſome new trade ? Shall mortal hearts grow old 
In 8ſorrrow? ſhall my weary arms infold, & 
And under-prop my panting ſides for ever? \! 
Is there no charitable- hand will fever . | 
My well-fpun thred, that my impriſon'd foul _ If 
May be deliver'd from this dull dark hole 0 
Of dungeon fleſn? O ſhall I, ſhall I never | 
Be ranſom'd, but remain a ſlave for ever: 5 | 
It is the lot of man but once to die, | j | 
But &er that death, how many deaths have I? - { 
What humane madneſs makes the world afraid . 
To entertain heav'ns joys, becauſe convey d It 
By th' hand of death? Will nakedneſs refuſe ll 
Rich change of Robes, becauſe the man's nor ſpruce Ii 
That brought them? Or will poverty ſend back ll 
Full bags of gold, becauſe the bringer's black? 
Life is a bubble, blown with whining breaths, Il 
Fill'd with the torment of a thouſand deaths; 


1 


i Which 


274 Emblemes. * Book 5. 
Which being prick'd by death (while death deprives 


One life) preſents the ſou} a thouſand lives: 

O frantick mortal, how hath earth bewitch'd 

Thy bedlam foul, which hath ſo fondly pirch'd 
Upon her falſe delights! Delights that ceaſe 
Before enjoyment finds a time to pleaſe : | 
Her fickle joys breed doubrful fears; her fears 
Bring hopeful griefs; her griefs weep fearful rears! 
Tears coyn deceitful hopes; hopes careful doubt, 
And ſurly paſſion juſtles paſſion out; 

To day we pamper with a full repaſt | 

Of laviſh mirth, at night we weep as faſt: 

To night we ſwim. in wealth, and lend; ro morrow, 
We ſink in want, and find no friend ro borrow. 
In what a climate doth my foul refide ? 

Where pale. fac'd murther, the firſt born of pride, 
Sets up, her kingdom in the very ſmiles, _ 
And plighred faiths of men like Crocodiles ! 

A land, where each embroyd'red fattin word 

Is lin'd with fraud; where Mars his lawleſs ſword 
Exiles Aſtræa's balance; where that hand 

Now flays his brother, that new ſow'd his land; 
O that my days of bondage would expire. 
In this lewd ſoyl! Lord, how my foul's on fire 

To be diſſolv'd, that I might once obtain 

Thoſe long'd for joys, long'd for fo oft in vain? 
If Myſes-like I may not live poſſeſt | 

Of his fair land; Lord, let me fee'r at leaſt, 


„ AUGUST. 


ö 


. 
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S. AU G US T. Soliloqu. cap. 12. 
My liſei i a frail life: a corruptible life; a life, which the 


more it increaſeth, the more it decreaſeth :The farther it goeth, 


the nearer it cometh to death. A deceitful life, and like a 
ſhadow full of the ſnares of death: Now ] rejoyce, now I lan- 
gu, nom I flouriſh, now infirm,now T live,aind ſtraight I die; 
now I ſeem happy, always miſerable; now T laugh,now I weep : 
Thus all things ace ſubjeF to mutability, that nothing conti- 
nueth an hour in one eſtate : O jy above joy, exceedirg all 
jn without which there is no joy, when ſhall T enter into _ 
that I May o my 60 that dwelleth i in thee ; of 


E 16. 2 | 
Art thou ſo weak? O canſt thou not digeſt 
An hour of travel for a night of reſt? 
Chear up my ſoul, Call home thy ſp'rirs, and beit 
One bad good-friday, full mouth d Eaſter's neat. 


6!!! T2 — 
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VIII. 1 

OM 7.260 BN 

O wretched man that T am ! who ſhall de- 1 
liver me from the body of this death? 


Bold thy darling, which thy luſtful care | | 
Pampers, for which thy reſtleſs thoughts prepare 
Such early cares; for whom thy bubbling brow 
So often ſweats, and bankrupt. eyes do owe 


Such midnight ſcores to nature, for whoſe ſake Sh 
Baſe earth is ſainted, the infernal lake 1 
Unfear'd, the Crown of glory poorly rated: Sh 
Thy God neglected, and thy brother hated ; | | 
Behold thy darling, whom thy ſoul affect 11 


So dearly; whom thy fond indulgence decks 
And puppets up in ſoft, in ſilken weedss 1 
Behold the darling, whom thy fondneſs feeds 1 
With far-ferch'd delicates, the dear bought gains 1 
Of ill-ſpenr time, the price of half my pains: 
Behold thy darling, who, when clad by thee, 
Derides thy nakedneſs! and when moſt free, 
Proclaims her lover ſlave; and being fed 


Moſt full, then ſtrikes th* indulgent. feeder dead. 
What mean'ſt thou thus, my poor deluded foul, | | 
To love ſo fondly? Can the burning coal 


Of thy affection laſt without the fuel 

Of counter - love; Is thy compeer ſo cruel, 
And thou fo kind, to love unlov'd again? 
Canſt thou ſow favours, and rhus reap diſdain ? 


* 
* 


AVTIALSA2 VI | Remember, 


7 
i 
| 
| 
1 
N 
| 
I 


27 8 Emblemes. Book J. | 


Remember, O remember thou art born 

Of royal blood; remember thou art ſworn 

A Maid of Honour in the Court of Heaven; 
Remember what a coſtly price was given 

To ranſome thee from ſlav'ry thou wert in: 

And wilt thou now, my foul, turn ſlave again? 
The Son and Heir to Heav'n's Tri- une J E H O VE 
Would fain become a ſuter for thy love, - 

And offers fot thy dow'r his fathers Throne, 

To fit for Seraphims to gaze upon; "2 

He'll give thee Honour, Pleaſure, Wealth, and Things 
Tranſcending far the Majeſty of Kings : 

And wilt thou proſtrate to the odious charms 

Of this baſe ſcullion? Shall his hollow arms 

Hug thy ſoft ſides? Shall theſe courſe hands untie 

The ſacred Zone of thy virginity? -— 
For ſhame degen'rous foul, aol deſire 

Be quickned up With more heroick fire ? 

- Be wiſely proud, let thy ambitious eye 

Read nobler objects; let thy thoughts defie 

Such am'rons baſeneſs; let thy foul diſdain 

Th'ignoble profers of ſo baſe a fwaine;, 

Or if thy vows be paſt, and Hymens bands 

Have ceremonied your unequal hands, 

Annul, at leaft avoid, thy lawieſs adt 

Wich inſufficiency, or preconrrat; — | 

Or if the act be good, yet maift chou plead 

A ſecond freedom; or che fleſh is dead 


NAZIANZ 
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1 
dls : , | . 8 ©; | . | | | 
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NAZ IAN. Orat. 16. | 9 
How I am joyn'd to this body I know not; which when it is (| 10 
healthful, provoketh me to war, and being damaged by war, 1 
affecteth me with grief; which I both love as a fellow ſervant, | i 
and hate as an utter enemy: It is a pleaſant foe, and a per- 1 
fidious friend. O ſtrange conjunction and alienation « What I 1. 
fear I embrace, and what I love I am afraid of ? before I { 
| mak? war, I am reconciled; before I enjoy peace I am at | 
8 variance. . pf fn 
| 
5 5 | | 
| 
1 
; | 
EPIG. 8. | | 


What need that houſe be daub'd with fleſh and blood ? 
Hang'd round with ſilks and gold? repair'd with food? 

| Coſt idly ſpent! That coſt doth bur prolong 
* Thy thraldome. Fool, thou mak'ſt thy jail too ſtrong. 


E 
I 


; 
0 
z 


3 


Book 


* li 
— 9 
2 

— 


0 


haue: 
F. H. van. Hove. Soulp: 


* 


—— 
- 
- 


ht betw 
to be 


— a 


Emblemes " 
IX. 


- LOL ALL 
- ”- 
. - 
FT hf A oY 
l 7 — — 


+ + 


21g 
to Depart 


7 


1 . 


 Deftre 
hit 


\ 


IJ am in a Str. 


P 


— — 


Book 5. Eublemes. 281 


'PHILIPPIANS . 23. 


Jam in a * be between two : having 4 de- 


V. re to be ä and to be with * 


1 


Hat meant our careful parents ſor to wear, 
And laviſh out their ill extended hours, 
To purchaſe for us large poſſeſſions here, 

Which (though unpurchas' d) are too truly ours? 
What meant they, ah, what meant they to endure 
Such loads of needleſs labour to procure 

And make that thing our own which was our own too ſure? 


Fe: 
What mean theſe liv'ries and poſſeſſiy ve keys ? 


What mean theſe bargains, and theſe deedleſe ſales? ES 


Whar need theſe jealous; theſe ſufpicious ways 
Of law-devis'd, and law-diffoly'd entails ? © 
No need to ſweat for gold; wherewirh to buy 
ſta res of high-priz'd land; no need to tie 
Eartlrco their RPE they bur "A d with earth as Þ 


1 . 


3 
o were their ſouls but 493 with arch, at, 
They would not purchace wich ſo falr an itch, 
They would not take ot alms, what now they "x 
Nor call him happy, whom the world ola rich; 


They would not take ſuch pains, proje & and prog, 8 


To charge their ſhoulders with fo great a log: 


| wa hath the greater lands, hath bur the * clog. 
| T 
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br ſpread my wings to Heaven's long - long d for throne, 
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| 4 
cannot do an act which earth diſdains; 
cannot think a thought which earth corrupts not; 
cannot ſpeak a word which earth profanes not; 
I cannot make a vow earth interprets not: 
If I but offer up an early groan, 


She darkens my complaints, and draggs my offring down, 


"mT CEYLON CUE, "TO 


3 | 
Ev'n like the hawk, (whoſe keepers wary hands 
Have made a pris'ner to her werhering ſtock) 
Forgetting quite the pow'r of her faſt bands, 
Makes a rank bate from her forſaken block, 
But her too faithful leaſh dorh ſoon retain, 
Her broken flight, attempted oft in vain; 
It gives her loins a twitch, and tugs her back again. 


6 


So, when my ſoul directs her better eye 


To Heav'ns bright Palace (where my treaſure lies) 

1 ſpread my willing wings, but cannot fly, | 
Earth hales me down, I cannot, cannot riſe : 
When L bur ſtrive ro mount the leaſt degree, 

Earth gives a jerk, and foils me on my knee; 
Lord, how my ſoul is rack d betwixt the world and thee! 


WS 8 

Great God, I ſpread my feeble wings in vain; 

In vain I offer my extended hands: 
I cannot mount till thou unlink my chains: 
I cannot come till thou releaſe my bands: 
Which if thou pleaſe to break, and then ſupply Þ 

y wings with ſpirit, th' Eagle ſhall not flic 
A pitch that's half ſo fair, nor half ſo ſwift as I. 


ne, 


ec! 
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BONA VENT. Solilog. Cap. 1. 


Ab ſweet Feſus, pierce the marrow of my ſaul with the 
. healthful ſhafts of thy love, that it may truly burn and melt and 
languiſh with the only deſire of thee; that it may deſire to be 


diſſolved, and to be with thee : Let it hunger alone for the 
bread of life : Let it thirſt after thee, the ſpring and fountain 
of eternal light, the ſtream of true pleaſure: let it always, 


dieſire thee; ſeek thee, and find thee, and ſweetly reſt in thee. 


* . 


b * 


EPIG. 4. 


What will thy ſhackles neither looſe norbreak, 
Are they roo ſtrong, or is thy arm too weak ? 
Art will prevail where knotty ſtrength denies 
My ſoul, there's 4qua-fortis in 5 og eyes. 
0 * 
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0 X. 


PS AL. 142. 7. 


Bring my ſoul out of priſon, that I ray praiſe ; 


J Soul is like a Bird, my fleſh the cage, 
MA Wherein ſhe wears her weary pilgrimage 
Of hours, as few as evil, daily fed 5 
With ſacred Wine, and Sacramental Bread; 

The keys that lock her in and let her out, 
Are Birch and Death; twixt both ſhe hops about 


From pearch to pearch, from ſenſe to reaſon; then | 


From higher reaſon down to ſenſe again : 


From ſenſe ſhe climbs to Faith; where for a ſeaſon - 


She firs and ſings; then down again to reafon : 
From reaſon back to faith, and ſtreight from thence 
She rudely flutters to the perch of ſenſe; 


From ſenſe to hope; then hopy from hope to doubt, : 


From doubt to dull deſpair ; their ſeeks about 

For deſp'rate freedom, and at ev'ry grate, 

She wildly thruſts, and begs th' untimely date 

Of ch' unexpired thraldom, to releaſe 

| Th' afflicted captive, that can find no peace, 

Thus am I coop'd within this fleſhly cage 

I wear my youth, and waſt my weary age, 
Spending that breath which was ordain'd to chaunt 
Heav'ns praiſes forth, in ſighs, and ſad complaint: 
Whilſt happier birds can ſpread their nimble wing 
From ſhrubs co Cedars, and there chirp and ſing, 


17 | Is 
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In choice of raptures, harmonious ſtory | 

Of mans Redemption, and his Makers glory: 

I You glorious Martyrs, you illuſtrious ſtoops, 

That once were cloyſter'd in your fleſnly coops 

As faſt as I, what rhet'rick had your tongues ? 


N 

What dextrous Art had your Elegiac ſongs? h 

Whar Paul-like pow'r had your admir'd devotion ? B 

Whar ſhackle-breaking faith infus'd ſuch motion 4 

To your ſtrong prayer, that could obtain the boon ._ © h 

To be enlarg'd; to be uncag'd-ſo ſoon? os 7 
What I, poor I, can ſing my daily tears, i 

Grown old in bondage, and can find no ears: þ 

You great partakers of eternal glory, 0 

That with your Heav'n-prevailing Oratory, I f 


Releas'd your ſouls from your terreſtrial cage, 
Permit the paſſion of my holy rage 

To recommend my ſorrows, dearly known 

To you, in days of old, and once your own. 

To your beſt thoughts, (bur oh't dorh nor befit ye 
To move your pray'rs; you love joy not py: fy 
Great Lord of ſouls to whom ſhould pris ners fly; 
But chee? Thou hadſt a cage as well as I; 
And for my fake, thy pleaſure was to know 
The ſorrows that it brought, and felt'ſt them too; 
O ſer me free, and 1 will ſpend thoſe days, 
Which now I wafte in begging, in thy praiſe, 


ANSELM. 
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ANS EL M. in Protolog. cap. 1. 
O miſerable condition of mankind, that has loft that for 


which he was created + Alas, what hath he loſt ? And what 


hath he found? He Huth loſt happineſs for which he was made, 
and found miſery for which he was not made : What is gone ? 
And what # lift ? That thing is gone,without which he is un- 
happy. That thing is left by which he is miſerable $ O wret- 
ched men! From whence are we expelled ? Id what are we 
impelled? Whence are we thrown? And whither are we 
hurried ? From our home into baniſhment; from the fight of 


Cod into our own blindneſs; from the pleaſure of immortality 


to the bitterneſs of death : Miſerable change From how 
great a good, to how great an evil Ah me, what have I 
enterpriſed ? What have I done? Whither did I g? Whi- 


ther am Ticome? 


„ EG $6, 1 
PauPs midnight · voice preyail'd; his muſicks thunder 


/ 


 Unhing'd'the priſon-doors, ſplit bolts in ſunder: 


And fittſt thou here, and hang'ſt the feeble wing? 
And whin'ſt to be enlarg'd ? Soul, learn to ſing. 
ts * 
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XI 
4>Lo 
. * 


PSALM 24. 2. 


As the Heart panteth after the water-brooks, 


ſo panteth my ſoul after thee, O God. 


8 


Io ſhall my tongue expreſs chat hallow d fire 


Which Heav'n hath kindled in my raviſh'd heart? 


What muſe ſhall I invoke, that will inſpire 
Muy lowly quill to act a lofty part! 
What Art ſhall I deviſe t' expreſs deſire, 
IT oo intricate to be expreſs d by Art! 
Let all the Nine be ſilent; I reſuſe 
AIbhbeir aid in this high task, for they abuſe, 
The flames of love too much: Aſſiſt me, David's Muſe, 


2 g / 
Not as the thirſty ſoil defires ſoft ſhow'rs 
To quicken and refreſh her Embryon grain ; 
Nor as the drooping creſts of fading flow'rs ” 
Requeſts the bounty of a morning rain, 
Do I defire my God: Theſe in few hours, 
* Re-wiſh what late their wiſhes did obtain, 
Bur as the ſwift-foor hart doth wounded fly 
To th' much defired ſtreams, even ſo do I | 
Pant after thee, my God, whom I muſt find, or die. 


8 | Before 
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F 
| I. 
Before a pack of deep mouth'd luſts I flee ; 
O, they have ſingled out my panting heart, 9 
And wanton Cupid, ſitting in a tree, 2 
Hath pierc'd my boſom with a flaming dart; 7 
My ſoul being ſpent, for refuge ſeeks to thee, 
But cannot find where thou my refuge art: 
Like as the ſwifr-foot Hart doth wounded fly 
To the deſired ſtreams, ev'n ſo do! | 
Pant after rhee, wy God, whom I muſt find, or dia. 2 
| v 
4 : 
At length by flight, Lover - went the pack; t 


Thou drew'ſt che wanton dart from out my wound; 
The blood that follow'd, left a purple track, | 
Which brought a Serpent, but in ſhape a Hound; 
We ſtrove, he bit me; but thou brak'ſt his back, 
I left him grov'ling-on th' envenom'd ground; 
But as the Serpent bitten Hart doth fly 
To the long · long d for ſtreams, ev'n ſo did I 5 
Pant after thee, my God, whom muſt find, or die, 


3 


If Luſt ſnould chaſe my ſoul, made ſwift by fright, 
Thou art the ſtream, whereto my ſoul is bound: 
Or if a jav'lin wound my ſides in flight, p 
Thou art the Balſam that muſt cure my wound: 
I poiſon chance x' infeſt my ſou! in fight, 
Thou art the Treacle that muſt make me ſound :: 
Ev'n as the wounded Hart, emboſt, doth fly © 
To th' ſtreams 8 for, ſo do 
Pant aſter thee, my God, whom I muſt find, or die. Ti 


| | IS 


8. CTRIL. Pi 


S. CYRIL, lib. 3. in Joh, cap. 10. 


0 precious water, which quencheth the noyſome thirſt of this 


world, ſcoureth all the ſtains of ſinners, that watereth the 


earth of our ſouls with heavenly ſhowers, and bringeth back 
the thirſty heart of man to his only God 7 — | 


8. | A vous T. Soliloq. 35. 


O fountain of life, ard vein of living waters, when (hall 
Tleave this forſaken, impaſſible, and dry earth; and taſte the 
waters of thy ſweetneſs, that I may behold thy virtue and thy 
glory, and ſlack my thirſt with the ſtre ams of thy mercy; 


Lord, I thirſt: Thou art the ſpring of life, ſatisfie me; 1 


thirſt Lord, I thirſt after thee the living G 


2 
S 
M 
[ : 
wi ? 
& * 
7. 
189 
| 5 
— 2 * 
— — 


„ 
The arrow ſmitten Hart, deep wounded, flics 
To th' ſprings with water in his weeping eyes: 
Heav'n 1s thy ſpring : if Satans fiery darr 
Pierce thy faint ſides: Do ſo, my wounded Heart. 
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"Ws p 
0 SATIN | 


V is my ſoul the better to be tin d 
With holy fire? What boots it to be eoyn d 
With Heaven's own ſtamp? What vantage can there be 
To fouls of Heav'n-deſcended pedigree, _. 

More than to beaſts that grovel? Are not they 

Fed by th' Almighties hand? And ev'ry day, 


Fill'd with his bleſſings too? Do they not fee 5 | q ; 


God in his Creatures, as direct as we? R 
Do they not taſte thee ? Hear thee ? Nay, what ſenſe 
Is not partaker of thine Excellence? CO 
What more do we? Alas, what ſerves our reaſon, _ | 
Bur, like dark-lanthorns, to accompliſh treaſon | 
With greater cloſeneſs? It affords no light, | 
Brings thee no nearer to our pur-blind fight: _. | | 
No pleaſure riſes up the leaſt degree, | | 
Great God, bur in the clearer-view of thee : | 
Whar priv'lege more than ſenſe hath reaſon then ? 
What vantage is it to be born a man? 
How often hath my patience built, dear Lord, 
Vain towers of hope upon thy gracious Word ? 
How often hath thy Hope-reviving Grace | n 
Woo'd my ſuſpicious eyes to ſeek thy face? | 
How often have I ſought thee ? O how long | 
Hath expectation taught my perfect tongue = | 
Repeared pray'rs, yet pray'rs could ne'r obtain; | 
In vain I ſeek thee, and I beg in vain; | 


If 


When ſdal T come and appear before God 8 | 1 
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If it be high pre ſumption to behold © 

Thy face, why didſt thou make mine eyes ſo bold 
To ſeek it? If that object, be too bright 

For mans aſpect, why did thy lips invite 
Mine eye t' expect it? If it might be ſeen, 
Why is this envious curtain drawn between 
My darkn'd eye and ir? O tell me, why 
Thou doſt command the thing thou doſt deny? 
- Why doſt thou give me ſo unpriz d a treaſure, 
And then deny'ſt my greedy ſoul the pleaſure 
To view my 1 Alas, that gift is void, 

And is no gift, that may nor be enjoy d. 
If thoſe refulgent beams of Heavens great light 


Guild not the day, what is the day but night? 


The drowzy ſhepherd ſleeps, flowers droop and fade; 
The birds are ſullen and the beaſt is ſad: 
Bur if bright Titan dart his golden ray, | 
And, with his riches glorifie the day, 
The jolly ſhepherd pipes ; flowers freſhly ſpring; 
The beaſts grow gameſome, and the birds they ſing, 
Thou art my Sun, great God: O when ſhall I | 
View the tull beams of thy Meridian eye ? 

Draw, draw this fleſhly curtain, that denies 

The gracious preſence of thy glorious eyes; 

Or give me faith; and by the eye of grace, 

1 ſhall behold thee, though not face to face. 


* 


s. AUGUST, 
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Who created all things is better than all things; who beau- 


| How art thou ſhaded in this veil of night, 


S. AUGUST. in Pal. 39. 


tifed all things is more beautiful than all things: Who 
made ſtrength is ſtronger than all things: Who made great 
things is greater than all things: Whatſoever thou loveſt, 
he is that to thee : Learn to love the workman in his work, 
the Creator in his creature : Let not that which was made 
by * poſſeſs thee, leſt thou loſe him by whom thy ſelf was 
images | | 


S. AUGUST. Med, cap. 37. 
O thou moſt ſweet, moſt gracious, moſt amiable, moſt fair, 
when ſhall J fee thee ? When ſhall I be ſatisfied with thy 


beauty? When wilt thou lead me from this dark dungeon, 
that I may confeſs thy name. 


as | KG 
” ; * 
0 * 3 
4 * 6 2 - 
22 5 0 22 


Behind thy curtain fleſn? Thou ſeeſt no light, 
But what thy pride doth challenge as her own; 
Thy teln is hizh: Soul rake this carrain' downs 
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ay Thad Wings ofa Dove for then Iwould. 10 
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© SAM 535. 6. 

O that Thad the wings of a Dowe, for then 
IT would flie away and be at reſl, 

' A Nea am 1 ſworn a dunghil-flave for ever 

To earth's baſe drudg'ry? ſhall I never find 


A night of reſt? ſhall my Indentures never | 
Be cancell'd ? did injurious Nature bind 


My ſoul earth's pfentice, with no'clauſe to leave her? 


No day of freedom: muſt I ever grind? 
O that I had the pinions of a Dove, Ty 
That I might quit my bands and ſoar above, 


And pour my juſt complaints before the great Jehove 1 


How happy are the Doves, that have the pow'e 
When cer they pleaſe, to ſpread their airy wings! 
Or cloud-dividing Eagles that can towre . 
Above the fcent of theſe inſeriour things! 
How happy is the Lark, that ev ry hour 
Leaves earth, and then for joy mounts up and firigs * 
Had my dull ſoul but wings as well as they, | 


©, How I would ſpring from earth, and clip away, 
As wiſe Aſtræa did, and ſcorn this ball of clay! 
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13, 

O how my ſoul would ſpurn this ball of clay, 

And loath the dainties of earth's painful pleaſure ! 
O how I'd laugh to fee men * and day 

Turmoil to gain that traſh, call rx rreaſure ! 
O how I'd ſmile to fee what plots they lay 

To catch a blaſt, or own a ſmile from Ceſar ./ 

Had I rhe pinions of a mounting Dove 

 - How I would ſoar and ting, and hate the love 
Of tranſitory th and feed on joys _ 


| 4 
There ſhould I find that everlaſting pleaſure, (not; 
Which change removes not, and which chance prevents 
There ſhould I find that everlaſting treaſure, 
Which force deprives not, fortune diſaugments not; 
There ſhould I find that everlaſting Ceſar, 
W hoſe hand recalls not, and whoſe heart repents not; 
Had I the pinions of a clipping Dove, 
. How I would climb the skies, and hate the love 
Of tranſitory toys, and joy in chings above! 


— 


5 


No rank: mouthed Nander there ſhall give offence, 
Or blaſt our blooming names, as here they do; 
No liver-fcalding luſt ſhall there incenſe 
Our boiling veins, There is no Cupid's bow; 
Lord, give my ſoul the milk- white innocence 
Of Doyes, and I ſhall have their pinions too: 
Had I the pinions of a ſprightly Dove, 
How I would quit this earch, and ſoar above 
And Heay' ns bleſt WO find, with Heay'ns bleſt King 


(Jehove! 


4 


5 


* 


_ 
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S. AU GUST, in Pal. 138: 


What wings ſhould I deſire, but the two precepts of love, 
on which the Law, and the Prophets depend! O if I could 


' obtain theſe wings, I could fly from thy face to thy face, from 


the face of thy Fuſtice, to the face of thy Mercy : Let us find 
thoſe wings by love; which we have loſt by Iuſt. 


S8. AUGUST, in Plal. 76. 


Let us caſt off whatſoever hindreth, entangleth, or burden- 
eth our flight, until we attain that which ſatisſieth; beyond 
which, nothing it; beneath which, all things are; of which 
all things arts | | 


: TLIC 
Tell me, my wiſhing foul, did'ſt ever trie 
How faſt the wings of red croſt faith can fly? 


| . begg'ſt thou then the pinions of a Dove? 
Faith 


I's wings are ſwiſter, ou the ſwifteſt love. 
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—_— 
PSALM 84. r. 


How amiable are thy tabernacles, O God of 
Hoſts ! | i 


An of days to whom all times are Now, 
Before whoſe Glory Seraphims do bow + 

Their bluſhing cheeks, and veil their blemiſh'd faces, 
That, uncontain'd, at once doth fill all place 
How glorious, O how far beyond the heit 

Of puz'led quils, or the obtuſe conceit '' 

Of fleſh and blood, or the roo flat reports 

Of mortal gongues are thy expreſleſs courts! 

Whole glory to paint forth with greater Art, 
Raviſh my fancy, and inſpire my heart; 

Excuſe my bold attempt, and pardon me 

For ſhewing ſenſe, what Faith alone ſhould ſee. 

Ten thouſand millions, and ten thouſand more 

Ot Angel- meaſured leagues, from th' Eaſtern ſhore 

Of dungeon- earth his glorious palace ſtands 
Before whoſe pearly gates ten thouſand bands _ 
Of armed Angels wait to entertain | 
Thoſe purged ſouls, for which the Lamb was lain; 
Whoſe guiltleſs death and voluntary yielding 

Of whoſe given life, gave the brave court her building ; 
The luke-warm blood of this dear Lamb being ſpilt; 
To rubies turn'd whereof her poſts where built; 
And what dropp'd down in a kind gelid gore, 

Did turn rich Sapphires, and did pave her floor: 


„ The 


302 Emblemes, Book | 3. 


The brighter flames, that from his eye- balls ray d, 

Grew Chryſolres, whereof her walls were made: 

The milder glances ſparkled on the ground, 

And groundfil'd every door with Diamond; 

But dying, darted upwards, and did fix 

A battlement of pureſt ge CN 

Her ftreets with burniſh'd gold are paved round, 
Stars lie like pebbles ſcatt'red on the ground : 

Pearl mixt with Onyx, and the Jaſper ſtone, 

Made gravell'd caufe. ways to be trampled on. 

There ſhines no Sun by day no Moon by night, 
The Palace glory is, the Palace light: | 

There is no time to meaſure morion by, 

There time js ſwallow'd with Eternity : 

_Wry.mouth'd Diſdain, and corner hunting Luſt 
And twy-fac'd Fraud, and beetle-brow'd Biſtruft. 

Soul-boyling Rage, and trouble-ſtare Sedition, - 
And giddy Doubt, and goggle-ey'd Suſpicion, 

And lumpiſn Sorrow, and degen'rous Fear . 
Are baniſh'd thence, and Death's a ſtranger there: 
But ſimple Love, and ſempiternal Joys 
Whoſe ſweerneſs neither gluts nor fulneſs cloys; 
Where face to face our raviſſid eye ſhall fee 

Great ELO HIM, that glorious One in Three, 
And Three in One, and ſeeing him ſhall bleſs him, 
And bleſſing, love him, and in love poſſeſs him, 

Here ſtay my ſoul and raviſh in relation: | 

The words being ſpent, ſpend now in contemplation. 


— 
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3 GREG. in Pſal, 7. pœnitent. 
Sweet Feſus, the Word of the Father, the brightneſs of 


paternal glory, whom Angels delight to view, teach me to do 


thy will; that led by thy good Spirit, I may come to that 
bleſſed City, where day is eternal, where there 'is certaj 
ſecurity, and ſecure eternity, and eternal peace, and peaceful 
happineſs, and happy ſwe.:tneſs, and ſweet pleaſure; where 
thou, O God, with the Father and the holy Spirit liveſt and 
reigneſt world without end. DE Yates 


Ibidem. 
There is light without darkneſs ; jy without gr ef; deſire 
without puniſhment ; love without ſadneſs; ſatiety without 


loath'ng ;, ſafety without fear; health wit haut diſeaſe; and 
life without death e 


N 


” | EPI 'N 15 
My ſoul pry not too nearly; the complexion 
Of Sols bright face is ſeen by the reflection: 
But would'ſt thou know what's Heav'n? TIl tell thee what, 
Think what thou canſt not think, and Heav'n is that. 
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XV. 
CANTICLESS8. 14. 


Spices. 


GA gentle tyrant, go; thy flames do pierce 


Make haſte, my Beloved, and be like the Roe, 
ar the young Hart upon the mountains of 


My ſoul too deep; thy flames are too too fierce; - 


My marrow melts, my fainring ſpirirs fry 
Itch torrid Zone of thy Meridian eye: 

Away, away, thy ſweets are too perfuming : 
Turn, turn thy face, thy fires are too conſuming :; 


Haſt hence, and let thy winged ſteps out · go 


The frighted Roe-buck, and this flying Roe, 
But wilt thou leave me then? O thou that art 
Life of my ſoul, ſoul of my dying heart, 
Without the ſweet aſpect of whole fair eyes, 

My ſoul doth languiſh, and her ſolace die:? 
Axt thou ſo eaſily wood? ſo apt to hear 
The frantick language of my fooliſh fear? 


Leave, leave me nor, nor turn thy beauty from me; 
Look, look upon me, though thine eyes o'ercome me. 
O how they wound! But how my wounds content me! 


How ſweetly theſe delightful pains torment me! 
How Iam tortur'd in exceſſive meaſure | 
Of pleaſing cruelties, too cruel meaſure ! | 
Turn, turn away, remoye thy ſcorching beams; 
I languiſh with theſe bitter · ſweet extreams: 
EE ; . . | 


Haſt 
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Haſte then, and let thy winged ſteps out-go 
The flying Roe-buck, and his frighted Roe. 

Turn back, my dear; O let my raviſh'd eye 

Once more behold thy face before thou fly; 

What, ſhall we part without a mutual kiſs? 

O who can leave ſo ſweet a face as this ? 

Lock full upon me; for my ſoul defires 

To turn a holy Martyr in thoſe fires : 

O leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me; 
Look, look upon me, though thy flames o'ercome me. 

If thou becloud the Sun-ſhine of thy eye, 9 

T freeze to death; and if ir ſhine, I fry; 

Which like a fever, that my ſoul hath gor, 

Makes me to burn too cold, or freeze too hot : 

Alas, I cannot bear ſo ſweet a ſmart 

Nor canſt thou be leſs glorious than thou art. 

| Haſte then, and let thy winged ſteps out · go 
The frighted Roe-buck, and this flying Roe, 

But go nar far beyond the reach of breath; 

Too large a diſtance makes another death: 

My youth is in her ſpring? Autumnal vows 

Will make me riper for ſo ſweet a Spouſe; 

When afrer-times have burniſh'd my defire, 

I'll ſhoor thee flames for 24 and fire for fire. 

O leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me; 


Look, look upon me, though thy flames o ercome me. 


Book 5. Emblemes, _- Jab; 


Autor ſcalz Paradiſi. Tom, 9. Aug. cap. 8. 


Fear not, O Bride, nor deſpair ; think not thy ſelf contemn- 
el if thy Bridegroom withdraw his face a while: All things 


' co-operate for the beſt ; Both from his abſence, and his pre- 


ſence thoy gaineſt light ; He cometh to thee, and he goeth f om 
thee : He cometh to make thee corſolate; he goeth, to make 
thee cautious, left thy abundant conſolation puff thee up : He 
cometh, that thy languiſhing ſoul may be comforted; he goeth, 
leſt his familiarity ſhould be contemned; and being abſent to 
be more deſired; and being deſired, to be more earneſtly 


ſought : And being long ſought, to be more acceptably found. 


— 


ea EPIG. 15. 
My ſoul ſins Monſter, whom with greater eaſe 
Jen thouſand fold, thy God could make than pleaſe, 


What would'ſt thou have? Nor pleas d with Sun, nor ſhade? 
Heav'n knows not what to make of what he made. 
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Book 5. te | 309 
- The FAREWEB LL. 
REV. 2. 10. 


Be thou faithful unto Death, and I will, give 


thee the Crown of Life. 


| B E faithful, Lord, ne that? 
Believe: tis eaſie to believe ; but what? 
That he whom thy hard heart hath . 
And whom thy ſcorn hath ſpit upon, 
Hath paid thy fine and hath compounded 
For theſe foul deedsthy hands have done: 
Believe, chat he whoſe gentle palms 
Thy needle - pointed fins have naild 
Hath born thy ſlaviſh load (of alms) 
And made ſupply where thou haſt fail d, 
Did ever mis'ry find ſo ſtrange relief ?, 
It is a love too ſtrange for mans belief. . 


2 


Believe that he whoſe de 
Thy © crimes have pierc'd with their em; ayd 
To fave thy guilty ſoul from dying 
Ten thouſand horrid: deaths, from whence 
There was no ſeape, there was no flying, 
But through his deareſt bloods expence : 
Believe, this dying friend requires 
No other thanks for all his pain, 
But ev'n the truth of weak deſires, 
And for his love, but love e 
Did ever mis'ry find ſo true a friend? 
ITis a love too vaſt to er 


3 
Wich floods of tears baprize 
and dretich theſe ary, _ unregen' rate eyes; 


FA A413 Lord, 


1 — 


ry 
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310 Enblemet. Book 5. 
Lord, * my dull, my blunt belief, 
And break this fleſhly rock in ſunder, 
That ſrom this heart, this hell of grief, 
May ſpring a fleavᷣn of love and wonder: 
O it thy mercies will remove 
And melt this ſead from my belief. © 
My grief will then refine my. love, - | 
Ny love will then refreſh my grief, 
Then weep mine eyes as he hath bled; vouchſafe 
To n lot every drop an . . 


4 | 
|  Bue i he crownof Glory | "= 
The wages of a lamentable ſtory? | 
| Or can ſo great a purchaſe riſe 
From a falt humour? Can mine eyes 
Run ſaſt enough t obtain this prize ? 
II fo, Lo Lord who's fo mad to die? 
Thy rears arc rrifles; thou muſt do : 
Alas I cannot then endeavour :' 
Iwill! Bur will a rug or two 
Suffice the turn? Thou muſt erſeyer : : 
II firive till death; and ſhall my feeble ſtrife 
Be crown 47 III crown it with 4 2 crown of lie. 
Bur is there fuch adearch | 
Thar thon muſt buy, what is thy due by birth? 
He whom th hands did form of duſt 
And give him breath upon condition, 
- To love his great Creatour; muſt | 
He now be rhine by compoſition ? ? 
Art thou a gracious God and mild, 
Or head-ftrong man rebellious rather? , 
O, man's a baſe rebellious child, | 
"And thou a very gracious Father: 
The gift is. thine; we ſtrive, thou crown'ſt our ſtrife; 
Thou giv'ſt us Faith: and Faith a crown of life. 
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The mind of the Front iſpiece. 


This Bubbel's Man: Hope, Fear, Ms and Trouble, 
are thoſe Four Winds which daily toſs this Bubble. 
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ro the Right Honourable 


doch in BLOOD and VIRTUE, 
And Moſt Accomplſted Lady i 


AK E. 
| Counteſs of DORSET, 


Lady Governeſs to the Moſt Illuſtrious 


CHARLES 
PRINCE of GREAT-BRITAIN, 

5 AND 
1 AMES 
DUKE of r0 R K. 


Excellent Lady, 
| Preſent theſ Tapnurs to 2 under the 
ſafe protection of your Honourable Name; 
where, 1 preſume, they ſtand ſecure from the 


It 


Mi of Ignorance, and Blaſts of Cereſures : - 
| X 5 


| The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
It 4 ſmall part of that abundant ſervice 
which my thankful heart oweth Jour incom- 

. parable goodneſs. Be pleaſed to honour it 
with your noble Acceptance, which ſhall be 
nothing but what your own eſteem ſhall. make 


7 Rs 
| MADAM, | 
\ | . 
Your Ladyſhip's 
| | | 

. Moſt Humble Servant, 

. | . 2 5 Fra. Ruarles. a 
7 N06 

I 
[ 


Jo tbe READER. © 
© ] F you are ſatisfied with my Emblems, 1 
I here ſet before you a ſecond Service. 
It is an Æg yptian Diſh,dreſs'd on the Eu- 
zliſþ Faſhion : They, at their Feaſts, 
uſed to preſent a Death's-Head at their 
Second Courſe : This will ſerve for both. 
You need not fear a Surfeit : Here is but 

little, and that light of Digeſtion : If it 
but pleaſe your Palate, I queſtion not 
your Stomach : Fall to, and much good 

may it do you. 1 


T— ² Aw] ]⅛ ÄX1X1. ]⅛ 11 


dam iris addir Minerval. E. B. 


Rem, Regem, Regimen, Regionem, Religionem, 
Exornat, celebrat, laudat, honorat, amat. 
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Hieroglyph. I. „ 323 
PSALM F+ 5: 


Behold I was ſhapen 3 in iniquity, and in fr 2 


did my Mother conceive me. 


An is man's A. B. C. There f is none that can 
Read God aright, unle is he firſt ſpell Man: 
Man is the ſtairs, whereby his knowledge climbs. 
To his Creatour, though it oftentimes © + 
Stumbles for want of light, and ſometimes rips - 
For want of careful heed; and ſometimes flips ” 
Through unadviſed haſte; and when at length 
His weary ſteps have reach d the top, his odor; ol 
Oft falls ro ſtand; his giddy brains turn round, 
And Phaeton. like, falls Renting ro the ground: 2 
Theſe ſtairs are often dark, and full of danger. 
ro him, whom want of practice makes a . - 
To this blind way, the Lamp of nature lendlss 
But a fafſe light, and lights to her own ends. 
Theſe be the ways to Heaven, theſe paths require 
A light that ſprings from that Diviner fire, 
Whoſe human ſoul-enlighrning Sun beams dart 
Through the bright crannies of the immortal part, f 
And here, thou great Original of Light, | 
Whoſe errour-chaſing beams do unbenight _ 
The yery ſoul of darkneſs, and untwiſt „ 
The clouds of ignorance, do thou aſſiſt E 
My feeble quill; reflect thy facred rayes 
Upon theſe lines, chat they may light the ways 
That lead to thee; ſo guide my heart, my hand, 
That I may do what others underſta nd. 
Let my heart practiſe what my hand ſhall er 


wil then, Lam a Tapur wanting light, 
' ; , X 3 m_—_ "This 


N 
| 
: 
' 


324  Fleroglgph. I. 


This golden Precept, Know thy (elf, come down 


From Heaven's high Court: It was an Art unknown 


To fleſh and blood. The men of Nature took 


Great journies in it: Their dim eyes did look 
Bunt through the miſt, like Pilgrims they did ſpend 


Their idle ſteps, bur knew no journies end. 
The way to know thy ſelf, is firſt ro caſt 
Thy frail Beginning, Progreſs, and thy Laſt; 
This is the ſum of Man; Bur now return 

And view this Tapour ſtanding in this Urn. 
Behold her ſubſtance ſordid and impure, | 
Uſeleſs and vain, and (wanting light) obſcure: 
Tis put a ſpan at longeſt, nor can la | 
Beyond that ſpan; ordain'd and madeto waſt: 
Ev'n ſuch was Man (before his foul gave light 
To this vile ſubſtance) a meer child of night; 
Ete he had life, eſtated in his Urn, 
And markt for death; by nature, born to burn: 
Thus liveleſs, lightleſs, worthleſs firſt began 


That glorious, that preſumptuous thing call'd Man, I 


S. AUGUST. 
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S. AUGUST. | 


. Conſider, O man, what thou wert before thy birth, and what 
thou art from thy birth to thy death, and what thou ſhalt be 
after death: Thou wert made of an impure ſubſtance, cloathed 
and nouriſhed in thy mothers bloo T7. Ee 


bh, 


5 e 
Forbear, fond Tapour: What thou ſeek'ſt, is fire: 
Thy own deſtruction's lodg'd in _ defire, 
Thy wants are far more ſate than their ſupply : 
T. He chat begins to live, begins to die, 
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GEN. 2. 3. 


Anil God ſeid, Let there be Light 3 and 
there was Light, _ 1:50 Ds 


1 


TY flame expecting Tapour hath at length 
Received fire, and now begins to burn: 
It hath no vigour yet, it hath noſtrengrh; - 
Apt to be puft and quencht at every turn: 
It was a gracious hand that thus endo wd 
This ſnuff with flame: But mark this hand doth ſhroud 
It ſelf from mortal eyes, and folds it in a cloud, © 


2 


Thus man begins to live. An unknown flame 
Quickens his finiſht Organs, now pofleſt 
With motion; and which motion doth proclaim 
An active ſoul, though in a feeble breaſt: _ 4 
But how, and when infus'd ask nor my pen; 
Here flies a cloud before the eyes of men; - 
I cannot tell thee how, nor canſt thou tell me when. 


Was it a parcel of Celeſtial fire OST 
Infus'd by Heav'n into this fleſhly mould? f 
Or was it (think you) made a ſoul entire? 
Then, Was it new created ? Or of old? 

Or ist a propagated Spark, rak'd out 
From Natures embers? While we go abour 
By reaſon to reſolve, the more we raiſe a doubt. 


If. 
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| „ ny 7 
If it be part of that celeſtial Flame, 
It muſt be ev'n as pure, as free trom ſpot 
As that eternal Fountain whenge it came: | 
If pure and ſpotleſs, then whence came the blot? 
It ſelf being pure could not it ſelf defile; 
Nor hath unactive matter pow'r to ſoil. 


Her pure and active form, as Jars corrupt their Oil. 


ä 5 
Or if it were created, tell me when? 
If in the firſt fix days, where kept till now? 
Or if thy ſoul were new created, then 
Heav'n did not all, at firſt, he had to do: 
Six days, expired all creation ceaſt; 
All kinds, ev'a from the greateſt to the leaſt, 
Were finiſnt and compleat before the day of reſt. 


6 > 


Bur why ſhould Man, the Lord of Creatures, want © 
That privilege which Plants and Beaſts obtain? 
Beaſts bring forth Beaſts, the Plant a perfect Plant; 
And ęv'ry like brings forth her like again 
Shall Fow!s and Fiſhes, Beaſts and Plants convey 
Life to their iſſue, and Man leſs than they? 
Shall thefe ger living ſouls, and Man dead lumps of clay ? 


7 
Muſt human ſouls be generated then? 
My water ebbs; behold, a Rock is nigh ; 
If Nature's work produce the fouls of men, | 
Man's ſoul is mortal: All that's born muſt die. 
What ſhall we then conclude? What ſun-ſhine will 
Diſperſe this gloomy cloud? Till then, be ſtill, 


My vainly ſtriving thoughts; lie down, my puzled quill. 


ISIDOR. [| 


Hier lnb. Il, 
ISIDOR.. 


329 


Why doſt thou wonder, 0 . at the height f the Stars, 
or the depth of the Sea ? Enter intothine own ſoul, and wonder 


there. 


Ty ſoul by creation js infuſed, by infuſion, created, 


EPIG. 2. 
What art thou now the better by this flame? 
Thou know'ſt not how, nor when, nor whence it came : : 
Poor kind of happineſs, that can return 2 
No more account bur this, to ſay, I burn. 
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Hieroglyph. III. 
P SAL. 103. 16. 


The wind paſſeth over it, and it is gone. 
x 


N O ſooner is this lighted Taper fer 

Upon the tranſitory flage * 
Of eye · bedarkning night, 

But it is ſtraight ſubjected to the threat | 
Of envious winds, whoſe waſteful rage 3 
Diſturbs her peaceful light, | (bright! 

And makes her ſubſtance waſt, and makes her flames leſs 


2 


No ſooner are we born, no ſooner come 
To take poſſeſſion of this vaſt, 
This ſoul-afflicting earth, -  -- 2 
But danger meets us at the very womb, - . 
And ſorrow with her full- mouth d blaſt _ 
Salutes our painful birth, © 
To put out all our joys, and puff out all our mirth. 
Nor infant innocence, nor childiſh tears, 
Nor youthful wir, nor manly power, 
Nor politick old age, LEY 


Nor virgins pleading, nor the widows prayers, 
Nor lowly cell, nor lofry tower, 


1 


Nor Prince, nor Peer, nor page | 
Can ſcape this common blaſt, or curb her ſtormy rage. 


| Our 


3 Fergippb. ll. 


4 
Our life is but 2 pilgrimage of blaſts, 
And every blaſt brings forth a fear ; 3 | 
And every fear, a death; 
The more it letigthens, all, the more it waſtes : 
Were, were we to continue here 
The days of long liv'd Seth, | 
Our ſorrows would rag, as we renew our breath, ; 


33 
Toſt to and fro, our frighted choughrs are driy' 5 
With every puff, with every tide | 
Of life-conſuming care; _ | 
Our peaceful flame, that would point up to lea 1 
eilt diſturbd, and turn d aſide; ; 


And every blaſt of air 
Commics ſuch waſte in man as man cannot repair. 


6 


| w. are all born debrors, and we ny ſtand 
+ Oblig'd for our firſt parents debt, 

Beſides our-intereſt; | 
Alas; we have no harmleſs counter. bond, 5 
And we are every hour beſet, 8 | 

With threarnings of arreſt, 
And till we pay the debt, we can expe no reſt, 


7 0 
What may chis forrow-ſhaken life preſent 
To the falſe reliſh of our taſte . 
That's worth the name of fweer ? 
Ber minutes pleaſure's choak d with allceontene, 


Her glory foil'd with every blaſt; a | PE 
How many dangers meer | p. 
poor man betwixt the biggin and the wind ing ſheet? H. 


S. Au GUS T. 


S. AUGUST. i 


In this world, not to be rie ved, not to be affliSed, nat ta 
be in danger, is impoſſible. | 


Ibidem. 


| Behold, the world is full of trouble, yet beloved : What if 


it were a pleaſing world? How would ſt thou delight in her 
ca/ms, that canſt ſo well endure her ſtorms ? 


%. 
e 
* 


; EPIG. 3. 

Art thou conſum'd wich ſoul- afflicting croſſes ? 
Diſturb'd with grief? annoy'd with worldly loſſes? 
Hold up thy head; the Tapour lifted high 
Will brook the wind, when lower Tapours die. 
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. Hizroglyph: 
MATTHEW 9. 12. 
De whole need not the Phyſician; 
. Lways pruning always cropping 3 _ * 
5 A Is her brightneſs {til obſcura S 8 
Ever dreſſing, ever ropping? = 
Always curing, never cur dd? 
:| Too much ſnuffing makes a waſte; 
1 When the ſpirits fpend too faſt, 
They will ſhrink at ev'ry blaft, 
You that always are beſtowing 
_ Coſtly pains in life repairing; 
Are but always overthrowing 915 
Natures work by overcaring 2 : 
Nature meeting with-her ſo, - 
In a work ſhe hath todo, 
Takes a pride to over - throw. 


Nature knows her own perfection, 
And her pride diſdains a tutour, 


And ſhe ſcorns a co- adjutor. 
; Saucy Art ſhquld nor appear. n 
Till ſhe whiſper, in her ear: 
Hagar flees, if Sarah bear. 
3 4.” : 
Nature worketh for the better, 
If not hindred that ſne cannot; 
Arr ſtands by as her abette, 
End ing nothing ſne began not; 
If diſtemper chance to ſeize 
Nature foil'd with the diſeaſe; 
Arc may help her-if > pleate, - 
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But to make a trade of trying 
Drugs and doſes, always pruning, 
Is to die for fear of dying; 
He's untun d, that's always tuning. 
He that often loves to lac 
Dear · bought drugs hath found a knack 
To foil the man, and feed the Quack. 


0 6, 
O the ſad, the frail condition 
Of the pride of Natures glory? 
Ho infirm his compoſition, 
And at beſt how cranfitory ! 
When this riot doth impair 
Nature's weakneſs, rhen his care 
Adds more ruin by repair. 


_— 


Ih - 


; 7- 
Hold thy hand, healths dear maintainer, 
Life perchance may burn the ſtronger: 
Having ſubſtance to ſuſtain her, | 
She untouch'd, may laſt the longer: 
When the Artiſt goes about, 
To redreſs her flame, I doubt, 
Oftentimes he ſnuffs it our, 


| „ 6, of | 12 
8 | af = M 
| | Bl 


 nicocLEs|? 


Hieroglyph. V. 337 
NICOCLES. 
| Phyſicians of all men are moſt happy; what good ſucceſs 


ſoever they have, the world proclaimeth, and what faults 
they commit, the earth covereth;- . 


„ 

My purſe being heavy, if my liabt appear 

But dim, Quack comes to make all cſear; 
uack leave thy trade; thy dealings are not right, 


8. Thou tak'ſt our weighty gold to give us light. 
0 | 1 Two. 
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Hieroglyph. V. 339 || 
PSALM 11.91. 1 
And he will give his Angels charge aver thee. [| 
How mine eyes could pleaſe themſelves, and ſpend ' 1 
Perpetual ages in this precious fight? © * Ts 
How I could woe Eternity, to lend —_ 
My waſting day an antidote for night? _ | 
And how my fleſh could with my fleſh contend, _ W | 
That views this object with no more delight! 1 | 
My work is great, my Tapour ſpends too faſt : | 1 

Tis all I have, and ſoon would out or waſt - 

Did not this bleſſed ſcreen protect it from this blaſt, 


. 7 2 
O, L have loſt the jewel of my foul, | | 
And I muſt find ir our, or I muſt die? i 
Alas! My fin-made darkneſs doth controul = 
The bright endeavour of my careful eye ; | = 
I muſt go ſearch and ranſack every hole; . = 
Nor have I other light to ſeek it by: = 
Di chis light be ſpenr, my work not done, | 
My labour's worſe than loſt ; my jewel's gone, =" 
And I am quite forlorn, and I am quite undone. f 
| 


. 5 
You bleſſed Angels, you that do enjoy | 7 
The full fruition of eternal glory, [ 
Will you be pleas'd to fanſie ſuch a toy Fa ; | 
As man, and quir your glorious territory, . | 
And ſtoop to earth, vouchſafing to employ | 
Your care to guard the duſt that lies before ye? 
Diſdain you not theſe lumps of dying clay, | | 
That for your pains, do oftentimes repay | | 
Neglect, if not diſdain, and ſend you griey'd away? a5 
| | 955 Y * This * 


340 Hierogliypb. V. 
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This tapour of our lives, that once was plac'd® _ 
In the fair ſuburbs of Eternity, 
Is now 'alas confin'd to ev'ry blaſt, 
And turn'd a May-pole for the ſporting Fly 
And will you, ſacred Spirits, pleaſe to caſt 
' Your care on us, and lend a gracious eye? 
How had this ſlender inch of Tapour been 
Blaſted and blaz'd, had nor this heavenly WW 
Curb'd the proud blaſt, and rimely ſtept between! 


5 


O goodneſs, far tranſcending the report 

Of laviſh tongues! too vaſt to comprehend: 

Amazed quill, how far doſt thou come ſhort 

T' expreſs expreſſions chat ſo far tranſcend? 

You bleſſed Courtiers of th' eternal Court. 

Whoſe full-mouth'd Hallelujahs have no end; 
Receive that world of praiſes that belongs 
To your great Sov'reign; fill your holy 2 

With our Hoſanna's mix d with your Seraphick ſongs. 
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Herhpb. v. 34 
S. BERN. 


If thou deſireſt the help of Angels, fly the comforts of the 
world, and reſiſt the temptations of the Devil. ; 

He will give his Angels charge over thee. O what reve- 
rence, what love, what confidence deſerveth ſo ſweet a ſay- 
ing? For their preſence, reverence; for their good will, love; 
for their tuition, confidence. | Et 
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Erie, . . 
My flame, art thou diſturb'd, diſeas'd and driv''n 
R To death with ſtorms of grief? Point thou to Heav'n: 
one Angel there ſhall caſe thee more alone, 
Than thrice as many thouſands of thy own. 


b. VI. 


eroglyph 


E. 


ME. 


ECCLESIASTES 3. 1. 


To every thing there it an appointed time. 


Time | Death, 
Time. Ehold the fraley of this lender fnuff; 
135 Alas, it hath not long to laſt; 
Wichout the help of either thief or puff, - 
Her weakneſs knows the way to waſt : 
Nature hath made her ſubſtance apt enough 
To ſpend it ſelf, and ſpend too faſt : 
It needs the help of none 
That is fo prone. 
"Fs laviſh out untouchtd, and languiſh all alone. 
: 2 | 
Death. mg, e held * peace, and ſnake thy flow pae'd fand 
idle. minutes makeno wa 
Thy ah excceds her hour, or elle e doth ſtand, 
cannot hold, I cannot this. yer 
Surceaſe thy pleading, and enlarge my hand, 
I ſurfeit with too long delay: 
This brisk, this bold-fac'd light 
Doth burn too bright; 
Parkneſs adorns my throne, my day is aarkeſt night. 


3. 
Tir ime. Great Prince of darkneſs, hold thy needleſs hand 
Thy captive's faſt and cannot flee: , 
What arm can reſcue?* Who can countermand ? 2 
What pow'r can ſet thy pris ner free? 
Or if they could, what cloſe, s what foreign land 
'"Can hide that "head chat flees from thee? 
But if her harmleſs light - * | 


Offend thy ſight, (at ded 2 


41 What need rhod ſnatch at noon, what will be thine 
| 1 


Hieroglyph. VI. 343 


4 4 


I have our-ftaid my patience; my quick trade 
Grows dull and makes too ſlow return : 
' This long liv d debt is due, and ſhould been paid 
When firſt her flame began to burn: 1 
Bur I have ſtaid roo long, I have delaid 
To ſtore my vaſt, my craving Urn. 
My patient gives me pow'r 


Each day, each hour, _ (row'r 
To ſtrike the Peaſants thatch, and ſhakethe Princely. 
1 


ime, Thou count ſt too faſt : Thy patient gives no power 
* Till Time ſnall pleaſe any 4 — 1 4 
Death. Canſt thou appoint my ſhaft? Time. Or thou my 
Death. Tis I bid, do. Time. *Tis I bid, When; 
Alas! Thou canſt not make the pooreſt flow'r 
To hang the drooping head till then: 
Thuy ſhafts can neither kill, 1 8 
Nor ſtrike, until (will. 
My power gives them wings, and pleaſure arms thy 


s. AUGUST. 


2 


+ 


S. AUGUST. 


Thou knoweſt not what time he will come : Wait always 
that becauſe thou knoweſt not the time of his coming, theu © 
mayeſt be prepared againſt the time he cometh. And for this 
perchance, thou knoweſt not the time, becauſe thou mayeſt be 
prepared againſt all times. | | 
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EPIG. 6. / 
Expect, but fear not death: Death cannot kill, 
Till Time, (that firſt muſt ſeal her Patent) will: 
Would'ſt thou live long? keep Time in high eſteem; 
Whom gone, if thou canſt not recall, redeem. 
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JOB 18. 6. 


His light ſhall be dark and bis candle ſhall 


be put ont. 
| W Hat ails our tapour? Is her luſtre fled, 

X _ Or foil'd? What dire diſaſter bred 
This change, that thus ſhe veils her golden head? 
It was but very now ſhe ſhin'd as fair 
As Venus ſtar. Her glory might compare 
With Cynthia, burniſht with her brothers hair. 


There was no cave-begotten damp that moughr 
Abuſe her beams; no wind that went about 
To break her peace; no puff to put her our, 


Lift up thy wond'ring thoughts, and thou ſhalt ſpy + 
A cauſe will clear thy doubts, but cloud thine eye: 
Subjects muſt veil, when as their Sov'reign's by. 
Canſt thou behold bright Phebus, and thy ſigue 
No whit impair'd ? The object is too bright; 
The weaker yields unto the ſtronger light. 
: | 6 


Great God, I am thy tapour, thou my fun; 
From thee, the Spring of light, my.light begun; 
Yer if thy light but ſhine, my light is done, 

| EY > 
If thou withdraw thy light, my light will ſnine, 
If thine appear, how poor a light is mine? ; 
My light is darkneſs if compar'd to thine, 


Thy 


if 


348 . Hieroglyph, VII. 
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Thy Sun beams are roo ſtrong for my weak e e 1 
I chou but ſſine, how nothing, Lord, am Bb! 
Ah, who can ſee thy viſage and not d ie! 
5 . 
ii intervening earth ſhould make a night, : 
My wanran flame would then ſhine forth too bright; 
My earth would even preſume t eclipſe thy light. 
1 10 
And if thy light be ſhadow'd, and mine fade, 
If thine be dark, and my dark light decay'd, 
I ſhould be cloathed with a double ſhade. 
5 | It 
What ſhall I do? O what ſhall I defire? 
What help can ee er thoughts require; 
That thus am waſted twixt a double fire? 
12 
In what a ſtrait, in wee a ſtrait am 1? | 
 "Twixt two extreams how my rackt fortunes lie? 
See I thy face, or ſee it not, I die. 
91 195 LEE... | 
O let the ſteams of my Redeemers blood, 
That breaths from my ſick ſoul, be made a cloud; 
To inter poſe theſe lights, and be my ſhroud; 
r 
Lord, what am 1? Or what's the light I have? 
May it bur light my aſnes to their grave, | 
And ſo from thence, to thee; tis all I crave. 


| ; I 3 | | o 
© make my light, char all the world may ſec we 
Thy glory by 't: If nor, It ſeems to me 07 
Honour enough to be put out by thee. = ob 


darkneſs; ſo 


behold thy firength : O Majeſty incomprehenſible, in reſpect 
of which my glory is mere frames 0 


| ſo ſhine upon my miſery 
that all the world may behold thy glory. | a 


— 


+ 


2216. „ 


Wilc thou complain, becauſe thou art bereav'n 

Of all thy light? Wilt thou vie lights with Heay'n? 

Can thy bright eye nor brook the Dn light? 
o Take heed: I fear thou art a child o night. 
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Hieroglyph. VI. 331 
MATTHEW 5.16 


Let your light ſo ſhine, that men ſeeing your. 
good works may glorifie your Father which 
is in Heaven, © . 
\ & 7As it for this, the breath of Heaven was blown 
Into the noſtrils of this Heavenly creature? 
Was it for this, that ſacred. Three in One, 
Conſpir'd to make this quinteſſence of Nature? 
Did Heayenly providence intend 
do rare a fabriek for ſo poor an end? 
Was Man, the higheſt maſter - piece of Nature; 
The curious abſtract of the whole creation, 
Whoſe ſoul was copied from his great Creator, 
Made to give light, and ſer for obſervation, 
Ondain d for this? To ſpend his light 
ln a dark-lanthof᷑n cloyſtred up in night? 
Tell me, recluſe Monaſtick, can it e 
A diſad vantage to thy beams-co ſine? 
A thouſand tapours may gain light from thee : 
ls thy light leſs or worſe for lightning mine? 
If wanting light, I ſtumble, ſhall | ; 
Thy darkneſs not be guilty of my fall? 


Why doſt thou lurk ſo cloſe? Is ie for fear 
Some buſie eye ſhould pry into thy flame, 5 
and ſpy a thief, or elſe ſome blemiſh there? 
Or being ſpy'd, ſhrink'ſt thou thy head for ſhame ? 
Come, come, fond tapour, ſhine bur clear, 
[Thou needſt nor ſhrink for ſhame, nor ſhroud for fear. 
e eee, E Remember 3 


352 Hieroglyph. VIII. b 


Remember, O remember, thou wert ſet 
For men to ſee the great Creatour by; © 
Thy flame is not thy own : It is a debt 
Thou owt thy Maſter. And wilt thou deny 
Io pay the int'reſt of thy light? 
And skulk in corners, and play leaſt in fight? 


6 


art thou afraid to truſt thy eaſie flame 
To the injurious waſt of Fortunes puff ? 


Ab, coward, rouze, and quit thy ſelf for ſhame : 


Who dies in ſervice, hath liv'd long enough: 
: Who ſhines, and makes no eye partaker, 
Uſurps himfelf, and cloſely robs his Maker. 


. 

Make not thy ſelf a pris'ner, that art free: 
Why doſt thou turn thy palace to a jail ? 

Thou art an Eagle: And befits it thee. 
To live immured like a cloyſter'd ſnail? 


Let toys ſeek corners; things of coſt 
Gain worth by view: Hid jewels are but loſt. 


8 
My God, my light is dark enough at lighteſt, 


Encreaſe her flame, and give her ſtrength to ſnine: 


Lis frail at beſt: Tis dim enough at brighteſt, 
_ Bur tis his glory to be foyl'd by thine, | 
let others lurk: My light ſhall be 

Propos'd to all men; and by them to thee, 


\ 


„8 BEAN. 


Ac Y m.._ 


2 if thou be one of the fooliſhvirgins, the congregation is ne- 


neceſſary for the congregation; , 


Hieroglypb. VII 333 
8. B E R N. 


ceſſary for thee; if thou be one of the wiſe virgins; thou art 


| Monaſticks make Cloyſters to Incloſe the outward man: 
O would to God they would do the like to reſtrain the inward 


; 
A 


£2 . EPIG. 8. £ 2 » my 
Aﬀraid of eyes? Whar ſtill play leaſt in fight? 
'Tis much ro be preſum'd all is not right? 
Too cloſe endeavours bring forth dark events: 
Come forth, Monaſtic#; here's no Parliament. 
ES +2 2 2 5 
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JOB 14. 2. 
He cometh forth like a flower, and 


— 


cut down. 
Behold _ 
How ſhort a ſpan _ 
Was long enough, of old 
To meaſure. out the life of man ! 


In thoſe well temper'd days his time was then = 
Survey'd, caſt up, and found but threeſcore years and ten. 


* 
ae 
| And what is that 
They come, and ſlide, and paſs, 
| Before my pen can tell thee what. | > 
The poſts of time are ſwift, which having run 
Their ſev n ſhort ſtages o er, their ſhort-liyed task is done. 


Dur days 
Begun we lend 
I To ſleep, to antick plays 
And toys, until the firſt ſtage end: 
12 waining moans, twice 5. times told, we give 
To unrecover d loſs: We rather breath than live. 


| _ 
„ 
A ten years breath © 
. Before we apprehend 
| What tis to live or fear a death; . 
Our childiſh dreams are fill'd with painted joys, 
Which pleaſe our ſenſea while, andwaking,provebutroys 


Y 


. How 


\ 


356 Hieroglypb. IX. 
3 „ 
How vain, | | ; 
een CN... | | 
Poor man, that doth remain 8 
A ſlave to ſuch a State as this! > 


His days are ſhort, at longeſt; few, at moſt : 
They are but bad, at beſt; yer laviſhr out, or loſt, b 

They be : 5 

The ſecret ſprings 
That make our minutes flee © 
On wheels more ſwift than Eagles wings : 
Our life's a Clock, and every gaſp of Breath 
\ Breaths forth a warning grief, till Time ſhall ſtrike a death, 


Na £46 
_  , How fon 
Our new-born light 
Attains to full ag't noon! 
And this, how ſoon to gray-hair'd night! 
We ſpring, we bud, we. bloflom, and we blaſt 
Eer we can count our days, our days they flee fo faſt. | 


og They end 
When ſcarce begun; ks 
And eier we apprehend 
That we begin to live, our life is done: 
Man, count thy days; and if they fly too ſaſt 
For thy dull rhoughts to count, count every day the lafi- 
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Our infancy is conſumed in eating and ſleeping ;, in all which 
time what differ we from beaſts, but by a poſſibility of rea- 
ſon, and a neceſſity of ſin *%=£o:(\&f  —- © 

O miſery of mankind, in whom no ſooner the Image of God 
appeareth in the act of his Reaſon, but the Devil blurs it in 
the corruption of his Will 7 = 


"ns 


rie 
T0 the dlecrepit man. 
Thus was the firſt ſeventh part of thy few days 
Conſum'd in ſleep, in food, in royiſh plays: 


Know'ſt thou what tears thine eyes imparted then? 
Review thy loſs, and weep them o'er agen. 
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His bones are full of the fins of 577 yout 3 1 


1 | || 
He ſwiſt· foot poſt of Time hath now begun 
His ſecond ſtage; | 
The dawning of our age 
Is loft and ſpent without a Sun: 
The light of reaſon did nor yer appear 
Within th Horizon of this Hemiſphere. | | 


1 2 


The infant Will d yet no other guide 

Bur twilight Senſe; . | 
And what is gain'd from theyce | 
But doubtful ſteps that tread afide ? 5 3 
Reaſon now draws her curtains ; her clos'd eyes " 
begin to N and ſhe calls to riſe, 8 


3 | 
Youths now diſcloſing buds peep out, and 1 ſhey 
Her April head; ; N 
And, from her raſs- grein. bed, By 
Her virgin Primroſe early blows; | . 
Whilſt waking Philomel prepares to fin 
Her warbling ſonnets to the wanton fprng. 


All ftrow'd with flowers; 
The days appear but hours 
Being ſpent in time beguiling ſport. 
Her griefs do neither preſs, nor doubts perplex 


| 

| 
Y 5 f 
His ſtage is pleaſant, and the way ſeems ſhore, 9 
Here 8 neither fear to curb, nor Care to vex. 
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His'downy checks grow proud, and now diſdains | 
Che tutours hand; 1 


He glories to command 
The proud · neck d ſteed with prouder reins : 
The ſtrong-brearh'd horn muft now ſalute his ear 
Wich the glad downfal of the falling Deer, 


| 6 
His quick-nos'd army, with their deep-mouth'd ſounds, 
Muſt now prepare 
To chaſe the tim'rous Hare, 
About his yer unmortgag'd grounds; 


The ill he hates, is counſel and delay; 
And fears no * bur 2 rainy day. 


7 


The thought he takes, is how to take no thought 
For bale nor bliſs; - 
And late repentance Wet 2” 
The laſt dear pen'worth that he hong: 2 
He is a dainty morning, and he may, _ 
If luſt o an him not, b' as a fair day. 


A 


8 


Proud bloom, uſe thy Time: Times headſtrong horſe 
| Will poſt away. | 


Truft not the foll'wing 3 
For every day brings forth a wor ſe: 
Take time at beſt: Believe't, thy days will fall 
From good * from bad to worſt of all. 


s AMBROS 
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S. AMBROS, 
Humility is a rare thing in a young man, therefore tobe ad. 
mired: When youth 1s vigorous, when ſtrength is firm, when 


blood is hot, when cares are ſtrangers, when mirth is free, 
then pride ſwelleth, and humility is deſpiſed, 
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To the old man. 
Thy years are newly gray, his newly green ; 
lis youth may live to ſee what thine hath ſeen; 
lle is thy Parallel: His preſent ſtage Y 
) S. nd thine are the to Tropicks of mans Age. 


* 
— — ͤ 
© 
” 
A 


S 


Hieroglyph. Xl. | 


7 


—ů .fw21ñ̃ ———ññ—ů—ñ—kñ— 
| — — ᷣ—— 


= 


iz 
1 
/ 


j 


———— 


— 


j 
} 


v4. 


P 1 
——— — 


— 


4 by 
f / 
\ 0 
\ 14 j | / 
+ 17 
\ | 7%. 
2 MY . OTST] 
* * 1 N 57 5 
\% ON) W HHH! 
— Dy WW 7 
4 * . 
=O —— _ WY ” 
— 2 
— — -—1 0 — 
— 
- - 
y PMI = — 
WH 74 
ff / 
7 7 
7 [4 
F 
5 
by 


2 


— 
2 
— % 
. 
* N 9 
" . 
” 
— — — — = — 
* © went — 
3 2e — 2 252 — 
Ir 777 7 „ ＋ 4 : , 
—_ 
ITT * * 
77 „„ 8 
75 „ 4 
TX . 


—— 
— — == 


— 


- 
© 


B 


Th . * 
5 I ee 
— 


2d Jan rut in Voenerem —D 362 


4 
F457 
- WV 


. 
0 * m 
Mt” ads. nd 


= 2wt }0__ =* 


5 Hieroglyph. XI. 363 


E CCLESIASTES II. 9. 


Rejoyce, O young man, and let thy heart 
bo thee, but know, Ge. 


T 
Ow flux! How akerable 1 is the date 
Of tranſitory things! 5 
Ho hurri d on che clipping wings 
of Time, and driv'n upon the wheels of Fate! 
How one condition brings 
The leading Prologue to another ſtate! 
No tranſitory things can laſt? 
Change waits on Time, and Time is wing 'd vith haſt 
Time preſents but the ruin of Time . 


2 


Behold how change hath inch'd away thy Spun; 
And how thy light doth burn 

Nearer and nearer to thy Urn 

For this dear waſt what ſatisfaction can 
Injurious Time return 

Thy ſnhortned days, but this, the ſtyle of Man? | 

And what's a man? A cask of care, 
New tunn'd and working? he's a middle ſtair 
Twixe birth and death; a blaſt of * air. 


| - = 
His breaſt is tinder, ape to entertain 
The ſparks of Cupid's fire, 
Whoſe new blown flames muſt now enquire 
A wanton julep out, which may reſtrain 
The rage of his defire, 225 
Whoſe painful pleaſure is bur pleaſing pain: 
His life's a ſickneſs that doth riſe 
From a hor Jiver, Whilſt his paſſion lies 
"RING cordials from his miſtreſs eyes. 
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Kis ſage is ſtrow'd with thorns, and deck'd with flower: 

His year ſomerimes appears 

A minute; and his minutes, years : : 

His doubrful weather's Sun-ſhine mixt with ſhowey s; 

His traffique, Hopes and Fears; . 
His life's a medley, made of Sweets and Sowrs; 

His pains reward is Smiles and Pouts; 
His dier is fair 1 mixt with Flouts; 
He is a Nothing, all compos'd with Doubts. 


5 


Do, waſt thy inch, proud Span of living earth, 
Conſume thy golden days 
In {laviſh freedom, let thy ways 

Take beſt advantage of thy frolick mirth; 

Thy ſtock of Time decays, | 
And lavifh plenty ſtill fore-runs a dearth : 
The bird that's flown may turn at laſt; 
And painful labour may repair a waft, 
But pains nor price can call my minutes paſt, 


L 


8 Hieroglyph. XI. 365 
| Expel great joy when thou ſhalt lay down the mind of a 
T5 child, and deſerve the ſtyle of a wiſe man; for at thoſe years 


childhood is paſt, but oftentimes childiſpneſs remaineth, and 


what is worſe, thou haſt the authority of à man, but the voice 
of a child. | | - 


< 
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ff 


5 To the declining man. | 


| \ | 
Why ſtand'ſt thou diſcontented ? Is not he | 
As equal diſtant from the top as thee ? | 
What then may cauſe thy diſcontented frown? 
He'smount ing up the hill; thou plodding down, 
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DEUTERONOMY: 33.23. 


iti 260i; | 
As the da wn RG th 7 bree. be, 


4 wy — 5 =: | ; 
he poſt e 
Uf fit lee Hide . 
Hath now at length — . 
Ran of gur middle ſtage: 
AT eps that we have gone, do ſhow - 
ibn number of thoſe ſteps, we are to go: 
| The buds and* 99 17790 of our age 
Are blo wü, decay d, and gone 
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ni? - And 1 Fit, prime 

And what 1 wen we have better boaſt, 
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1 8 $70 
: WL is * reſt; /. 
Our Time is always "LW 


What 1 can curb our head - ſtrong hours "oY 
9 


They poſt away: They paſs we know not how: 

Our Now is gone, Fur we can ſay Now : 

Time Path an es oe ours: 15 

no ak 
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A Apollds ear, 
* Expeds harmonious ſitains, | 
1F _New minted from the Thracian Lyre; fo 

For now the virtue of the twi- for d 251! fo 
Inſpires the raviſh'd fancy; and doth fill b 
The vines with Pegaſean fire: | 
And now thoſe ſteril brains 
That cannot ſhow, 
[ a 5 Wed ; Nor bear 5 NE 1 
Some fruits, ſhall never wear Apollo's ſacred Bow. 
SEE — 5 
And ſurfeit uſes 
I?0o wait ypon theſe days; 
Full feed and flowing cups of wine 
Conjure the fancy, forcing up a ſpirit 
By th eaſie Magick of debauch'd delight; 
Ah pity, twice-born Bacchus Vine 
Should ſtarve Apollo's Bayes, 
And drown thoſe: Muſes 
meer ble 5 
And calm the peaceful ſoul, when ſtorms of care oppreſs 


5 7 $1.9 | 
Boaſt not choſe beams 
= What can but ow raiſe 
. And blaze a while, and then away: 
| There is no Salftice in thy day; 
The midnight glory lies 
Betwixt th* extremes | 
+ Ot night, "TION 
A glory foil'd with ſhame, and fool'd with falſe delight. , 
S Be. E's WD, c 
0} 5 | A . Hlaſt a 


ght. 


af 


forwards, thou ſhalt ſee the cares of the World, the tron- 


Hierbs sb VII 


Haft thou climbed up to the full age of thy few days? Look 
backwards and thou ſhalt ſee the frailty of thy youth; the 
folly of thy childhood, and the waſte of thy Infancy : Look 


Mlegof thy mind, the diſeaſes of thy boy, 


EPIG. is. 
To the middle-aged. 


Thou that art praticing on the luſty Noon 

Of thy full age, boaſt not thy ſelf roo ſook + 
Convert that breath to wail thy fickle ſtate; _ 
Take heed rhou'lt brag too ſoon or boaſt tod late. 
. A 4 2 | 
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me voids the table, dinner's done; 

And now our days declining unn 
Hath hurried his diurnal:iload 
To th' borders of the Weſtern road; 
Fierce Phlegon, with his fellow ſteeds, 
Now puffs and pants, and blows and bleeds, 
And froths and fumes, remembring ſtill!l 
Their laſhes up th' Olympick hill, IN? 
Which having conquer'd; now diſdain, 
The whip, and champ the frothy rein, 
and with a full carier they bend 


; Their paces to their journies ende FSI 01 
or blazing Tapour now hath loſt 
Her better half, Nature hath croſt Ha; 


| Her forenoon book, and clear'd that ſcore, - 
| But ſcarce gives truſt for ſo much more: 

| And now their generous ſap forſakes 

Her ſeir-grown twig : A breath ev'n ſhakes 
The down ripe fruit; fruit ſoon divorc'd 
from her dear branch, untouch'd, unforc'd. 
Now Sanguin Venus doth begin 

Todraw her wanton colours in, 

And flees neglected in diſgrace, 

Whil'ſt Mars ſupplies her luke- warm place: 
Blood turns to choler: What this age 

loſes in ſtrength it finds in rage: 

That rich ennamel, which of old, 

bamask d the downy cheek, and told, 
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372 5 Hieraglyph „XIII. 
A harmleſs guilt, unask d, is new 
Worn. off from the audacious brow ; 
Luxuriqus dalliance, midnghy revels, 
Looſe riot, and'thoſe venial evils - 
Which inconſiderate youth of late 
Could plead, now want an Advocate: 
And what appear d in former times 


ifp'ring as faults, now roar as crimes; 


And now all ye whoſe lips were wont 
To drench their Coral in the funt 
Of fork'd Parnaſſus; you that be / 
The ſons of Phebus, and can flee” 

On wings of fancy to diſplay 

The flag of high invention, ſlay, 


Repoſe your quills; your veins grow fowre, en 
Tempt not your Salt beyond her power; 


If your pall'd fancies but decline, 
Cenſure will ſtrike at every line 


And wound your names, the popular ear 
Weighs what you are, not what you were: 


Thus hackney like, we tire our age, 


Spur-gall'd with change from ſtage to ſtage. 
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Seeſt thou the daily light of the greater World ? When ar- 
tained to the higheſt pitch of Meridian glory, it ſtayeth not, 
but by the ſame degrees, it aſcended, it deſcendeth, And is 
the ligbt of the leſſer world more permanent? Continuance is 


EPIG, 13. 
To the young man. > 


Young man, rejoyce; and let th riſing days 
Cheenth glad heart: Think'ſt hes theſe uphill ways 
Lead to deaths dungeon ? No, but know Withal, 

A Tiſing is but a Prologue to a fall. 
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JOHN 12. 35. 
Net a little while is the light with you. 


He day grows old, ihe low pitch Jamp hath made 
1 "grow chan-tceble ſhade, | 


And the e damp doth now prepare 

T' uncurl bright Titan's hair; 

Whoſe Weſtern wardrobe.now begins r unfold 
Her purples, fring'd with gold, 

To cloath his evening, glory, . when th? alarms _ 

Of reſt ſhall * to re in reſtleſs T dat arms. 


EY 2 TTY 
Nature now Gant to ſup) per, to eſreſh'+ 
The ſpirits of all flen; ty x4 
The. roylin plonmay, drives his thirſty, teams, | 
o taſte the ſlipp'ry ſtreams : 
The droiling ſwine-herd knocks away, and feaſts 
His hungry whining gueſts: 


The box-bill Ouzle, and the dapled Thruſh. 
Like hun &ry rivals 1 meet at their beloved . 
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And now the cold Autumnal dews are been 10 
To cob- web every green; 
And 70 the low-ſhorn Rowins doth appear 
e faſt-declining year: 


The ſapleſs branches dofftheir ſummer ſuits 
And wain their winter fruits; 


And ſtormy blaſts have forc'd the e trees 
Tp wrap Their e limbs in ſuits of; moſſy freeze. 


Our 


376 Heraglypb. XIV. 
ts 


Our waſted Tapour now hath brought her light 

Io the next door to night; + + | 
Her ſprightle is flames grown with great ſauff, doth turn. 

Sad as her neighb'ring Urn: 

Her * inch, that yet unſpent remains, | 
lights bur to further pains, 
And in a filent language bids her gueſt 
Prepare his weary limbs to take Eternal rell. 
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Now careful age hath pirch'd her painful ploygh 
Upon the-furrow'd brow; e 
And ſnowy blaſts of diſcontented care 
Have blanch'd the falling hair: 
Suſpicious envy mixt with jealous ſpighe 
| Diſturbs his weary night: 25 
He threatens youth with age; and now alas, 
He owns not what mY but vaunts the man he was, 


60 54 


Gray hairs, purſue thy days, and let th 
= Read Leftures to thy laſt F * 
Thoſe haſty wings that turry'd them away 
: Will give theſe days no day: 

The conſtant wheels of Nature ſcorn to tire 

Until her works expire: | . 
That blaſt that nipt thy youth, will ruin thee; (tree. 
| pn hand that * the branch will quickly wink the 
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Gray hairs are honourable, when the behaviour fuits with 
gray bairs : But when an ancient man hath childiſh manners, 


5 


he becometh more ridiculous than a child. 


Qt FINS 
5 S EN. 
Thon art in vain attained ti old years, that repeateſt thy 
youthſulneſs, Sa „ I HT 

3 
0 8 : 
„ i} 
% | | | b | 
| EPIG. 14. 1 
Go Too the Touth. 


Seeſt thou this good old man? he repreſents 
15. Thy Future, thou, his Preterperſe# tenſe : | 
Thou goeſt to labours, he prepares to reſt: 
Thou break'ſt thy faſt, he ſups; now which is beſt? 
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PS AL M 90. 10. 
The days of our years are threeſcore q ears 
Wann:; en dong 
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linztik nw Tic % 30500 6050s 4 
Oo have Lſcen th illuſtrious prince of Light 
Riſing in glory from his Crocean bed, 
And trampling down the horrid ſhades of night, 
Advancing more and more his conqu'ring head, 
Pauſe firſt, decline, at length begin to ſhroud 
"His fainting brows within a cole-black cloud. 


- * 


So have I ſeen a well · built Caftle ſtauůl!a! 
Upon the tip- toes of a loſty hill. 
Whoſe active pow'r commands both ſea and land, 
And curbs the pride of the beleag'rers will!: 
At length her ag'd foundation fails her truſt, 
„And lays her tott ring ruins in the duſt. 


1 . 
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| Es Red Don ih gt. in eb ai gator) 
So have I ſeen the blazing Tapour ſhoot ooo 
: Her golden head into the teeble air,” 1 1 
x, I Whoſe ſhadow:gilding ray ſpread round about, 
Makes the-toul face of black-brow'd darknefs fair's -- 
Till at the length her waſting glory fades, 
And leaves the night to her invet rate ſhades, 
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5 ä ende 29 4 $5 Li Fa. $5. Al ? 
Ey'n fo this little world of living Clay; © + 
the pride of Nature, glorified by {reg nn 7 
-* EE Whom Earth adores, and alf her Hoſts: bx, 
pi Ally'd ro Heav'n by his Diviner part. 

Triumphs a while then droops; and then decays, 
and worn by age, death cancels all his days. 
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That glorious Sur, that while ſhöne ſo brigtit; 

Is now ev'n raviſfid from our darkned eyes: . - 

Thar ſturdy. Caſtle, mann'd with fo much might, © thy 

Lies now a Mon ment of her own diſguiſe: - MM 
That —4 Tapour, that diſdain'd the puff 
Ot troubled Air, ſcarce owns the name of ſnuff, 


Poor bed-rid van! Where is that gloty bow. 
Thy Yourh fo vaunted? Where that Majev 
Which fat enthron'd upon thy manly brow ? 


Where, where thar braving arm? That daring eye? 


Thoſe buxom tunes? Thoſe Bacchanalizn tones; 


| Thoſe ſuelling veins? Thoſe marrow flaming bones 


Thy drooping glory's blurr'd, and proſtrate lies 
Grov'ling in duſt ; and frightful horrour, now, 
Sharpens the glaunces of thy gaſhful eyes; - 

Whilſt fear perplexes thy diſtracted brow : +. 


The panting. breaſt vents all her breath by groan, 
And death enerves thy marrow-waſted bones. 
8 l. 

Thus Man that's botn of woman can remain 

But a ſhort time: His days are full of ſerrẽ;;; 
His life's a penance and his death's a painn 
Springs 1 to day, and fades to morro w; 

His breath's a bubble, wy bo days a ſpans 
'Tis glorious miſery to be born @ Man. rf nnr 
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| When es are dim, ears deaf, viſage pale, teeth Ae 
bin withered, breath tainted, pipes furred, Fne:s trem- 


Ming, hands funbling, feet failing the udden downfall | 
th feſuly ue is near at hand. 4 fe 8 7 3 
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To the infant. el IS 
hat he dotk cpeud in groans, thou (pea ſtin dn 3 
adgment and ftrengrh's-alike in both your years; 9 


es helpleſs; ſo art thou; what difference ne 
les an old Infant; thou, à young ld Man. . 
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- Raiſing, Planting, and Improving them. The III. treat- 
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Some B OOKS Printed For W. Freeman 
4ỹ᷑8 the Bible in Fleetſtreet. 


T HE Devout Communicant exemplified in his Behaviour 
Before, At, and After the Sacrament of the Lord's 
Suppet: Practically ſuited to all the Parts of that Solemn 
Ordinhance. The Seventh Edition. Price 15. 6d. 
An Infallible Way to Contentment in the midſt of Pub- 
lick or Perſonal Calamities. To which is added, a ſe. 
cond-Parr, entituled, The Peace and Foy of the Soul pro- 
cured and preſerved. Price. 2s. , 
.- The, whole Dity of a Chriſtian. Price. 16. 6. 
An Expoſition of the Church Catechiſm, with Scripture 
Proofs in Words at length. By the Author of the De- 
vont Communicant, Price, 1 5. 6d, © © 
A Manual of Private Devotions and Meditations: with 
Directions for the Sick, By the Right Reverend Father 
in God, Lancelot Andrews, late Lord Biſnap of Winche- 
Syſtema Horticulture : Or, the Art of Gardening: In 
three Books. The I. treateth of the Excellency, Situa- 


tion, Soil, Form, Walks, Arbours, Springs, Fountains, 


Water. works, Grotto's, Statues, and other Ornamems 
of Gadens; with many Rules and Directions conceri- 
ing the ſame. The II. treateth of all ſorts of Trees 
planted for Ornament of Shade, Winter-Greens, Flower- 
Trees and Flowers, and the beſt Ways and Methods of Þ 


eth of the Kitchen. Garden, and of the variety of Plants 
propagated for Food or any Culinary uſes: With Rulez 
and Inſtructions for the making Hot-Beds, ahering and 
enriching any ſort of Garden-Ground to a very great 
Improvement, as well for Uſe and Profit as Ornament 
and Delight. Ilkiftrared with Sculptures repreſenting 
the Form of Gardens according to the neweſt: Models: 
The Fourth Edition. To which is added, The Gard: 


＋ Argalus and Part henia. By F. Quarles, is now ve: 
ry neatly Printed. Price 15. | | 
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